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PETRONEL AND PETRONILLA. 



THERE are as 
many poor people 
in Fairyland as in 
any other great 
country. It isn't 
all gold and sil- 
ver and precious 
stones, as some 
fairy stories would 
lead one to be- 
lieve ; nor are all 
the dwelling-places 
'rfjr palaces. And al- 
though there are 
In. plenty of good and 
wicked fairies in 
Fairyland, they 
have so much to do, and so many people to attend JgV 
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that unless you particularly wish to attract their atten- 
tion, it is quite possible for you to pass through a long 
life without ever having, to your knowledge, seen one of 
either sort 

For to attract their particular attention, you must take 
great pains to find, in the thickest parts of the woods, 
the places where they are accustomed to sleep at night ; 
and go there before break of day, before they have raised 
their eyelids, and moisten these eyelids with the dew, 
culled from the hollow of a pink cowslip or a blue butter- 
cup. And pink cowslips and blue buttercups are diffi- 
cult things to find. 

And, indeed, perhaps it is just as well that they are, 
for the bad fairies can make themselves look so wonder- 
fully like the good fairies at times, that it is hard to know 
which is which, and the only sure way to tell them is by 
their deeds. And it would be a very dreadful thing to 
spend a whole week looking for a pink cowslip or a blue 
buttercup, and then go and wake up the wrong fairy 
after all i 

Where Petronilla was bom, nobody had ever seen a 

fairy. It was a poor enough place, — a little cottage built 

of cl ay, straw, and rough stones ; a little garden, wherein 

^^^^^toilla's mother worked from morning till night ; and 

mquare yards of arid pasture land, railed in, where! 
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two lean-looking goats passed their whole day in turning 
over the stones with their soft noses, and nibbling at the 
little tufts of short fresh grass that they found under- 
neath. That was all. 

Inside there were but very few necessaries, and no 
comforts at all. A bed for the mother and Petronilla, 
and one for Petronel, a three-legged stool, a table, a 
small mug for Petronilla's milk, a couple of spoons, a 
horn-handled knife or two. There was little else. 

The time had been when things had prospered well with 
the little family, when there had been far less hard work 
to do, and more to eat But that was before Petronilla's 
father died, just one year ago, when she was but a few 
weeks old ; and when Petronilla's mother, in her bitter, 
absorbing grief, had forgotten to bake her little Twelfth- 
night offering of wheaten-flour cakes for the fairies, so 
that when the fairies went their rounds before daybreak, 
to gather together their different Twelfth-night gifts, and 
found no cakes at all, however humble, outside the little 
cottage door, they were grievously offended — not for the 
value of the cakes, but because they like to be remem- 
bered. And since that, nothing had gone well with the 
little household. 

But Petronilla grew in beauty and in goodness, and 
very considerably in weight and in appetite ; and so long 
as her mother could be awoke every morning by Pet- 
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ronilla's two fat little fists drumming on her cheeks — sa 
long as she could feel Petronilla's fresh little mouth close 
to hers — so long as she could open her weary, aching e3res 
and see Petronilla's two wide-open blue ones looking 
straight at her, — she felt that each new day was a still 
more blessed day than the last, and that so long as there 
was Petronilla there was everything! 

One sultry summer evening, while the two sat before 
the cottage door, playing together after work was over, 
there passed by a little old peasant woman knitting a 
stocking, and as she passed she looked at Petronilla and 
smiled. 

' Good evening,* said Petronilla's mother, smiling too. 

'Good evening,' said the old woman pleasantly. 
'That's a nice child you've got there. Is it a boy or a 
girl ? ' 

' It's a girl,' said Petronilla's mother, holding her baby 
a little closer to her breast; for she knew that all fairies, 
good or bad, are extremely fond of personating old 
women. 

But Petronilla herself knew no fear. She was pleased 
with the old woman's kindly face, and held out her arms 
to her, and smiled her lovely baby smile. 

' I should like to carry her for one minute, just to see 
how heavy she is. May I ? ' asked the old woman. 
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* Yes, surely/ said Petronilla's mother, getting up at 
once and putting Petronilla into the old woman's arms, 
with a beating heart nevertheless. 

But fearless Petronilla held up her face to be kissed, 
and the old woman kissed her. 

' I'm sure she is a good child,' said she kindly ; * and I 
wouldn't mind doing something for her, since you're so 
poor. I've had an eye on you for some time. How was 
it you forgot my cakes ? ' 

Then Petrotiilla's mother knew that she saw a fairy 
before her, and fell on her knees. 

' My husband was just dead, and I couldn't. Give me 
my baby — give me back my baby ! ' 

' Don't be a goose ! What will you take for her i * 

' For Petronilla ! ' cried her mother in an agony. * No- 
thing — nothing ! What is there on earth that could buy 
my Petronilla ? * 

' Ta ! ta ! ta ! ' said the fairy. ' Don't excite yourself. 
Think quietly. Wouldn't you like a great farm-yard, 
full of fat brown horses and sleek red and white cows ? 
Wouldn't you like several large fields full of golden, 
nodding corn, and great orchards full of ripe, juicy pears 
and apples ? Just think ! ' 

'No, no!' cried Petronilla's mother, stretching out 
her eager arms for her baby. 

' No ! Wouldn't you care to have a great substantial 
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brick house, full of beautiful furniture and fine snowy 
linen, and no end of servants to do your work for you ? 
Wouldn't you like to be very, very rich, and ride in your 
carriage, and wear splendid clothes and valuable orna- 
ments, and, who knows, perhaps marry some nobleman 
in course of time, and be a greater lady than the doctor's 
wife — wouldn't that tempt you ? ' 

But Petronilla's mother crawled on her knees to where 
the fairy stood, and laid her trembling hands about the 
fairy's skirts, and tried hard to speak, but couldn't find 
words. 

'What! you actually prefer Petronilla to all that 
luxury ? ' cried the fairy. 

'A thousand million times!' cried Petronilla's mother. 

' Then take her,' said the fairy crossly, and — plump, 
down came Petronilla into her mother's outstretched 
arms. She felt her all over, to make sure that the fairy 
hadn't crooked her little firm legs, or turned her two fat 
little arms into two plump sausages, or given her an 
extra nose on her face. No ; Petronilla was still Petro- 
nilla, as straight and as lovely as a bunch of white lilies. 
And Petronilla's mother could only look up from where 
she knelt, and let the tears stream down her face. But 
the old fairy knew to a nicety what sort of tears they 
were ; for she was the mother of fifteen as troublesome 
little elves as ever fairy was blessed with. 
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*I shan't make you any present/ said she. *You 
forgot my cakes, and you won't give me Petronilla, 
although I should have brought her up very carefully, 
and should have married her to one of my own boys by 
and by. So you and your ragged little home may stay 
as you are! But I will give Petronilla something. I 
will put a star on her forehead ! The older she grows 
and the better she behaves, the brighter it will burn. 
And although it will not be visible to mortal eyes, few 
people will come within reach of its pure light without 
feeling something the better for it. For the gift that I 
give to Petronilla is, that she may do good to others.* 

' But how will that benefit Petronilla herself ? ' cried 
her mother. 

' Petronilla shall taste of joys that no mere selfish 
pleasures could afford her. The star won't prevent 
trouble. It won't make her richer or poorer than she 
makes herself. It won't give her the things she sets her 
heart upon. But it will add lustre to every joy that it 
may be hers to experience, and it will lessen the pain 
of every sorrow that it may be hers to endure. More 
than that ; at the hour of Petronilla's death, if she 
has led a blameless life, the star on her forehead will 
shine brighter than ever! It is then that it will be 
visible to mortal eyes — only that once during her life- 
time ; and very blessed will be those who look upon 
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ft. Only she must remember to keep the star shining 
brightly/ 

I'ctronilla's mother began to murmur her thanks, but 
the fairy was gone ! There wasn't the least bit of her 
old black cloak to be seen up and down the mountain- 
wide, as far as eye could see. There was the winding 
]}Hi]iw:iy, the great grey, lichen-covered rocks, the tall 
dark pine-trees here and there, and the little stunted 
tiUshcM everywhere, — but no old woman anywhere. And 
on IV'tronilIa*s unconscious little forehead, unseen by 
even her mother's keen eyes, there shone the tiniest, 
twinklingest baby star that could possibly be imagined. 

Many years afterwards, when Petronilla by standing 
on tip-toe could just make herself as tall as her mother, 
her mother died, and Petronilla was left alone in the 
world. Quite alone ; for Petronel had not been seen at 
the cottage for many long years. He had grown tired 
of the humble little home that was so dear to his mother 
and his sister^ and he had shouldered his knapsack, had 
taken all the money that his mother could spare him, 
and had gone his ways, ' in search of fortune ! ' But at 
that his mother wept sorely, and shook her head. The 
old proverb of ' A rolling stone gathers no moss * holds 
pod in Fairyland as in our own country ; and Petronel 
Uing stone. 
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At the time that Petronilla was beginning her lonely 
life, — too poor to fear for the safety of her little posses- 
sions ; too good to be afraid of the solitude or of the 
long dark nights ; too contented to wish for anything 
more than that her goat's cheese and fresh eggs should 
fetch a fair, honest price at market on market days, — 
there was a great stir at court in her country. The 
young king had called a council, and had explained to 
them, that as it was the particular and long ungratified 
wish of his royal mother, his ministers, and his people, 
that he should marry, he had at length resolved upon 
selecting a suitable bride, and that — 

Here the young king was interrupted by such pro- 
longed applause, such evident marks of satisfaction, that 
he had paused deeply gratified, and had warmly thanked 
the council for their enthusiastic reception of his little 
announcement. 

When silence was restored, he proceeded to say that 
he had, as he said before, resolved upon selecting a bride, 
and that, in fact, he had already selected one ! 

Here the joy of the council was about to know no 
bounds, when the king, enjoining silence by a gesture 
at once graceful and dignified, continued as follows : — 

'Last night I dreamt a dream,* said he timidly; 'and 
in that dream I saw a young girl, very much more 
beautiful, and possessing far more attractive manners, 
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than any of the thirty-se\'en princesses that you have 
presented to me. If I cannot find that young girl and 
make her my queen, I think, if you please, that I would 
rather not have any queen at alL That is all I had to 
say ; so you will oblige me by looking for her. Grood 
morning, gentlemen.' 

Whereupon the king rose, and quietly left the room. 
It had often been said that the king was of a somewhat 
obstinate disposition. Nothing could have exceeded his 
obstinacy on this occasion. 

Nothing whatever respecting his promised marriage 
and the mythical dream-maiden was to be learnt from 
hiH royal and obstinate lips. When he had told them 
how extremely lovely she was, and that she lived on a 
l>lcak, bare mountain-side, and was feeding a couple of 
y/fSitn out of her apron when he saw her, he thought he 
hiu\ naul enough, and left to other heads and legs the 
ltti»k of lor;ktng for her and finding her. Indeed, the 
I ruth wan that the king himself knew no more ; and 
^/« rliMp^ too, he himself was one of the very first to 
fit,u\ti hnr actual existence, and to despair of success 
f^ii*ifuiUtii their searches. 

mm 

pn f ffU ny months there was a continuous stream of 

coming to and from the palace. Nor were 

fti to their being goat-girls only. There 
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were dairy-girls, poultry-girls, cow-girls, butter-and- 
cheese-girls, laundry-girls, garden-girls, all kinds of girls, 
in fact ; — some pretty, some plain, some smiling ; some 
red and pleased, others pale and frightened ; some short, 
some tall, some fat, some thin ; blue eyes, black, grey, 
brown, hazel, and even green eyes were to be found 
among the number; some tidy and gentle, others 
slovenly and bold-faced. 

But as they, each one separately, passed from the 
great antechamber, where they waited in twos, threes, 
and dozens, into the royal presence, the young king 
would just lift his weary head from the cushions on 
which he reclined, and say languidly and despairingly, — 

* Oh dear, no ; nothing like her ! Give them all 
handsome presents, and let them go.' 

Things were getting quite serious. This determined 
obstinacy on the part of the young king was making 
not only himself and the queen-mother, but every one 
else in the royal palace, feel quite uncomfortable, from 
the Chief Lord of the Gold Candlestick, down to the 
smallest and grimiest of the little scullery-maids in the 
royal kitchen. 

But one day, just after the Gold Candlestick had 
whispered in the king's ear, — 

'Your Majesty has already reviewed no fewer than 
twelve hundred goat, poultry, butter - and - cheese, and 
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flower girls. There cannot be many more for your 
Majesty to see. Would it not be better, then, if your 
Majesty has resolved to contract this mesalliance^ to 
select ' — 

' What ! ' cried the king loudly, quite forgetting to 
be languid and overcome ; ' do you mean to insinuate, 
Candlestick, that I don't know what I'm talking about } ' 

Well, just while this conversation was taking place, 
there was a stir — courtiers standing on tip-toe and 
pressing forward — voices murmuring — 

' Oh, how pretty she is ! ' ' Oh, there must surely be 
the lovely goat-girl at last ! ' 

Petronilla, of course ! She came in, onwards through 
the corridor, with the light, graceful tread of a young 
gazelle, and just as timidly ; her eyes were rimmed 
round with red, for Petronilla had not come hither by 
her own wish, but by force ; and her pale, serious face 
told of the trouble and distress that lay like lead at her 
heart. Never had the star on her forehead shone brighter 
than then ; and though not one of the gay, thoughtless 
throng around her could see it for themselves, still, as 
she passed by them one by one, and its pure, soft light 
fell across them, so one by one they ceased to wonder 
at her coarse grey cotton clothes, and her stout shoes, 
and her hard-working, rough little hands ; and felt that 
truly there were other things worth having in this great 
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world besides wealth and power, and that it might be a 
good thing after all to be only a little goat-girl such as 
she was. 

As for the king, the moment he saw her standing in the 
doorway, he jumped up from among his cushions with a 
great cry of delight, and running across the room, bent 
the royal knee before her, and thanked her aloud, with 
all his heart, for her great goodness in coming so far ; 
and, rising from his knees, he lifted his own crown from 
his head and placed it on hers. And after that there 
was scarcely need for him to turn towards all the 
courtiers, and say — 

' This is at last the very goat-girl of my dream ! ' 

Of course every one had guessed that before he spoke ; 
and half-a-dozen of them had already scampered off to 
the queen-mother's rooms with the joyful news, and 
some had torn down to the kitchens to rouse the 
cooks. 

' Wake up ! wake up ! Serve up the royal dinner. It 
is thought likely that the king will be able to manage 
the wing of a fowl.' 

Up-stairs, Petronilla stood distressed and confused. 

* May I go back home now, please } * said she gently. 
' It's getting very late, and the goats will be looking for 
me.' 
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'Why, child,* cried the Gold Candlestick, *yoa are 
never going home any more now ; the king would not 
allow it' 

* I have chosen you to be my queen,' said the young 
king, smiling. 

But Petronilla looked up at them all with wonderii^ 
eyes. 

* Oh no!' cried she, shaking her head; 'I would rather 
not!' 

'What!' cried the Gold Candlestick and all the 
courtiers loudly, startled right out of all etiquette ; and 
even the young king looked up in faint surprise. This 
was certainly an unlooked-for hitch in the roy^l arrange- 
ments, and king and courtiers both looked inquiringly 
at each other, and seemed neither to know what to say 
or what to think. 

' Why, the good girl must be a perfect idiot 1 ' said the 
Gold Candlestick-in-waiting. 

' No,' said Petronilla gently ; ' I don't think I am an 
idiot I make some of the very best goat's cheese in the 
market, and I'm handy with my needle. But, if you 
please, I am only a goat-girl, and I am not at all fit to 
live in such a wonderful palace as this. Nor do I think 
that the great king would care to have me always with 
him ; and I know that I should always be wishing to go 
back to my dear goats. The great king will think once 
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more, perhaps, and then he will forgive my having 
spoken as I feel now/ 

' She is right. She won't do ; she is an idiot ! ' cried 
the Gold Candlestick. 

*But, Candlestick,* said the king, speaking rather 
timidly, * I like what she says very much. Every word 
she utters convinces me more and more that she is just 
the sort of queen I should like ; ' and turning to Petro- 
nilla, he added, ' You shall have as many goats as you 
please, all with gold collars and bells round their throats ; 
and I'll have a mountain built directly for you in the 
rose garden, or wherever else you please. What is your 
name ? ' 

* Petronilla,* said she. ' Thank you for thinking of the 
goats, but I cannot leave my little home. I must wait 
there for Petronel ; ' and at the last few words her voice 
sank to a whisper. 

*Who is Petronel?' asked the king and the Gold 
Candlestick almost simultaneously. 

' Petronel is my brother.' 

'Candlestick,' said the king, 'have the goodness to 
give the necessary orders. We will have Petronel here 
in less than no time, dear Petronilla, and ' — 

But Petronilla shook her head. 

'Petronel is not to be found,' said she. *Do you 
think we could have rested quietly, any of us, if he were 
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to be found by looking for him ? No. The wicked 
fairies have laid fast hold of him, and I fear that he will 
never come back to me again. But I will hope until I 
die, and I will wait where my dear mother herself waited 
so long and so patiently, so that, if Petronel ever does 
come back, he may not be turned away by the sight of 
strange faces. It is getting very late; may I not go 
home now ? ' 

' No,* said the king. ' This is how we will manage^ 
Every day you and I will go and spend the whole day 
at the cottage.' 

'But,' objected Petronilla, 'suppose Petronel should 
just happen to return before we arrived, or after we had 
left' 

* Very well. Then you shall live there entirely, Petro- 
nilla, and I will come and see you every day. There 
will be two courts, that's all.' 

' Then I should not be doing my duty to you,' said 
Petronilla. 

* In that case, let us both go and live there entirely.* 
Petronilla smiled, though there was much of sadness 

in her smile. 

'Then you would not be doing your duty to your 
people. Besides, Petronel would not recognise me in 
my fine dresses. He would look, and stop short, and 
wonder, and run away again. The great king must 



PETRONEL AND PETRONILLA. 1 7 

surely see that his wish is a foolish one/ added she, 
turning to the Gold Candlestick-in-waiting. 

Everybody quite agreed with Petronilla in thinking 
that the king's wish was a foolish one, but only Petro- 
nilla had had the courage to say so. There was an em- 
barrassing silence for a few minutes ; but Petronilla 
soon broke it 

* May I not go home now ? ' said she in a sweet, steady 
voice. * I was brought here against my will, and detained 
until late ; and the mountain road is lonely after dark. 
If it please the king, I will return to my goats.' 

* It does not please me,' said the king. 

*Am I prisoner, then?' asked Petronilla, flushing 
crimson. 

* Nobody, no, not even I myself,' said the Gold Candle- 
stick-in-waiting, ' can stir from the palace grounds con- 
trary to the wish of his Luminous EfTulgency the king. 
If the king says, " Go," out you must go. If he says, 
" Stay," in you must stay.' 

* Nay,' said Petronilla, speaking very gently but with 
such exceeding composure and dignity that the Gold 
Candlestick was obliged to lower his bold eyes before 
hers, *I have always been taught to believe that the 
king's people were a free people.' 

The Gold Candlestick-in-waiting was about to speak, 

but the king signed to him to be silent. 

B 
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* And are they not ? ' asked he. 

* I think not/ answered Petronilla, looking frankly up 
now and smiling ; for the king's voice was kindly. 

' It is a cruel thing to say/ said the king. 

' Then I will not say it/ said Petronilla. 

*But you will think it, dear Petronilla, and that is 
worse. And yet you must think it if you will, for I 
feel that I cannot let you go. Believe me, I only wish 
for your good. Surely it is no great hardship to become 
queen of a great country and a great people. When 
you are a little less startled, you will feel glad that I 
persisted.' 

* I do not think so,' said Petronilla, after a slight pause. 
' But you are the king, and I must obey. I will be your 
queen, therefore, and I will try very hard to do my duty ; 
but I shall not be happy, for my heart will be always 
with Petronel and my goats in my own little home. 
Nor, indeed, will your people be able henceforth to call 
themselves a free people, since their very queen herself 
will be amongst the first of the prisoners.' 

'Petronilla!' cried the king, very much agitated, *you 
are free !' 

And so saying, he went to the door and threw it wide 
open. Seeing this, the others immediately gave way— 
a little passage was formed in their very midst. The 
king stood beside the doorway, pale and silent. Petr 
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roniUa was indeed quite free ; but she did not move. 
She stood perfectly still, undecided and troubled, and 
the hot tears rushed into her eyes. 

* I did not mean to be rude or ungfrateful,* said she. 

* You are neither,' said the king. ' You are wise and 
just. I know of no greater ornaments in a queen's 
crown. Good-bye, Petronilla.' 

But when Petronilla went and knelt down before him, 
and would fain have kissed the royal hand, he turned 
away with a sigh. 

'When Petronel returns, you will come back to us, 
Petronilla ?* said he. ' It is our especial wish ' — 

' If Petronel returns, I will come back,' said Petronilla 
softly. * It will be my own wish also.' 

And so Petronilla went back to her clay cottage and 
her flock of goats, with a thankful and a peaceful heart. 
And at last she had her reward. Autumn had passed 
and winter had nearly gone, and when the first green 
leaves were beginning to show their little timid heads 
between the dark-brown branches, Petronel came home. 
But oh, what a different Petronel ! So worn and weary 
looking ; covered with nothing but dirty rags ; rough- 
haired, red-eyed, and pale-faced ; and with thin, white 
fingers, that clutched eagerly at startled little Petronilla's 
skirts; and a faint husky voice, that could just say, 
' Petronilla ! don't you know me, then } it's Petronel !' — 
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and that was all. Know him! Ah yes, yes, indeed! 
her arms and her heart were ready — ^had been ready for 
many, a long, patient year ; and all that Petronel had 
to do was to come back to them, without questions, 
answers, or reproaches. 

For a long time Petronel lay very ill, and during 
that time Petronilla nev^r went near the palace, anxious 
as she was to keep her promise to the king ; not because 
Petronel couldn't spare her, or because she was afraid 
to be out of his sight for so long, for he was far too 
weak and weary to do anything but lie still and sleep ; 
and as for running away again, had he even wished to 
do so, he couldn't have got any farther than the cottage 
door. There he must surely have fallen flat on his 
helpless back, and have stayed there until his sister 
came home to help him up again. No ! it was because 
Petronilla could not bear that the king should see her 
brother in his present ragged, poor-looking condition; 
and she was afraid, too, lest the king himself should see 
fit to come to the little cottage, if he knew that Petronel 
had returned ; and she feared lest the sight of so much 
splendour should scare him, for Petronel had always 
been like a shy wild bird. So she waited till he was 
quite strong and well again. And then she cut his long 
tangled hair, and combed it carefully ; got him out their 
father's best suit of clothes, and brought them to 
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him, with a bowl of fresh hot goat's milk, and a large 
oaten cake, and said, — 

'Petronel, when you have finished that, get up and 
dress yourself nicely, and we will go and see the king 
and the queen-mother.' 

Petronel was delighted at the mere idea of seeing the 
inside of the palace, and made all possible haste ; and 
before very long he was ready, and off they set, hand in 
hand, in their Sunday best. For Petronilla's heart was 
as light as a feather now, and she felt that she could at 
last wear the little light-blue silk hood, that the village 
doctor's wife had once given her, without feeling too 
much dressed. As they approached the palace gates, 
great was their surprise to see the sudden excitement of 
the sentinels. Such waving of swords, such shouting, 
such a racket, indeed, that two grave old councillors 
who were walking together in the royal courtyard, 
seriously discussing matters of the deepest moment, 
turned round their venerable heads to see what the 
matter could be. 

*Why, dear me!' cried they both together. 'It's 
the little goat-girl ! ' 

And up they caught their long velvet robes about 
their portly persons before you could say three threes, 
and set off as hard as they could pelt back to the palace 
door, and up the king's private staircase, panting and 
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gasping as they went, each one eager to be the one to 
carry him the welcome news, and crying out, — 

'Ge* outh' way! ge' outh' way, everybody! Wher' 
s' king ? wher' s* king ? * 

And seeing how they ran, Petronilla and Petronel 
ran too. 

*Why, what is the matter?' cried she, running up 
against the Gold Candlestick-in-waiting, who had s^&a 
her arrive from an upper window, and had come rushing 
down-stairs to meet her. 

' Matter ! ' cried he fiercely. ' Where have you been all 
this long while, I should just like to know? You've 
nearly killed his High and Mighty Everythingness. 
Isn't that matter enough ? He hasn't eaten more than 
a teaspoonful or two of nightingale-soup^since you were 
here last' 

The king was indeed looking very much as if his 
appetite had not been quite what it should be of late. 
Indeed, so pale and thin-looking had he become, that 
Petronilla's heart was filled with remorse, and her eyes 
with tears ; and she threw herself on her knees and im- 
plored his pardon for having behaved in so undutiful and 
disloyal a manner. But the king raised her from the 
ground with much tenderness, and assured her that since 

€ had really once more come to the palace, and as he 
ceived she had not totally forgotten him after all. 
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he would do his utmost to get red and fat again just 
to please her. 

And once more did several of the gentlemen-in-wait- 
ing scamper away to the queen-mother's apartments 
with the joyful news, and once more several eager pairs 
of legs tore down the royal staircase, and shouted with 
loud voices down the kitchen-stairs. 

* Make haste. Petit Pat6 ! make haste, Souffld ! * 
Send up the royal dinner ! It is just possible that his 
Radiant Muchness may be able to swallow a cupful of 
butterfly broth/ 

As for Petronel, the king took off his gold collar, and 
his jewelled rings, and his beautiful two-edged sword, 
and his rich velvet cloak embroidered in gold and silver, 
studded with pearls, and clasped with a diamond clasp, 
and gave them all to him. 

And Petronel sat open-mouthed, and took them, 
never even saying so much as ' Thank you ' for them, so 
confused was he. 

And that ceremony being accomplished, and Petronel 
thus made welcome, and received as the king's good 
friend and brother, the king turned to Petronilla, to 
whom, with delicate tact, he had refrained from offering 
anything at all. 

* Famous men-cooks of the time. 



24 STARLIGHT STORIES. 

' Petronilla/ said he, ' now that you have your brother, 
will you be my queen ? Let me take you to the queen- 
mother, and she will tell you how welcome you are/ 

* Not so soon,' said Petronilla, shaking her head. * I 
must first see how dear Petronel goes on here. For if 
he should ever wish to go away again, I must go too 
this time.' 

* As if I should ever want to leave this place ! ' said 
Petronel, half-laughing half-indignant, and patted her 
cheek condescendingly. 

' You say so now ; but when the novelty of all this is 
worn off, perhaps you may wish to leave, Petronel.' 

*A nice wicked wretch you make me out!' cried 
Petronel, reddening. 

'No, dear Petronel; not that, indeed. You will do 
as you please, and go where you please. I only wish to 
go with you.' 

'You may do that,' cried Petronel, warmly enough. 
' I am worth nothing without you, dear Petronilla.' 

' And, indeed, neither am I ! ' said the king. ' So I do 
entreat you, Petronel, to try to content yourself with our 
court life, at least until Petronilla consents to become 
my wife. For then I shall not be at all afraid of her 
leaving me, for it will be the queen's first duty to stay 
with the king, and we know how dutiful Petronilla is.' 

So it was settled that in six months' time, if Petronel 
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still seemed happy and content, and likely to live quietly 
at the palace, that the royal wedding should take place. 

But alas! grievous as it is to write it, Petronel's 
good behaviour was of short duration. For a short 
while the novelty of wearing splendid apparel and 
valuable jewels, and of eating dainty meals out of costly 
golden plates, was certainly amusing enough ; and cer- 
tainly the splendid horses and dogs in the royal stables, 
which had been all placed at his disposal, were a source of 
great pleasure, at first. But when he found that there was 
not one single young man at court, nobleman or varlet, 
no, not even the king himself, who could ride the fierce 
high-bred horses as madly and recklessly as he did ; not 
one who could run as fast, or as far, and as long as he 
did ; not one who could take so sure an aim with gun, 
arrow, or pistol as he did ; not one who could leap, 
swim, wield an oar, or climb a tree as well as he did, — 
why, then, he soon got tired of it all, and complained to 
Petronilla. 

* They are a set of spoilt girls, Petronilla,' he would 
say with a toss of his curly black locks. 

*Now when I was living among the black gipsies 
(who taught me to do all these things so well) — 
now that was a jolly life for you ! We never knew 
from one minute to the other what was going to hap- 
pen ; and here we know exactly what is going to 
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happen for weeks interminable ! That's the g^eat pity 
of this life.' 

*But, Petronel/ said his sister anxiously, *I thought 
the black gipsies were wicked fairies.' 

* Well — ^perhaps ; but what of that ? They were all 
my very good friends. They won't harm you if you 
don't irritate them, you know.' 

* But, Petronel, if they were your very good friends, 
why were you in such a horrible state when you came 
.home to me.^ Don't they take better care of their 

friends than that > ' 

*Well, we don't think so much of fine clothes in 
the Dark Forest as you do here,' admitted he with a 
laugh. 'And besides that, they didn't wish me to come 
home to you — I just slipped away as I could. I was 
getting tired of the forest, I suppose. But they don't 
care for their relations. They couldn't understand that 
I wanted to see you.' 

*0h, how dreadful!' cried PetroniUa, with clasped 
hands. 

'Perhaps — yes. But it was pleasant,' said the boy, 
sighing. ' What nights we used to have, sitting twenty 
or thirty of us round a great pine-wood fire, that took 
the blaze right out of the stars overhead, I can tell 
you ! And that's when we would drink great flaming 
bowls full of red-hot wine and spirits, and hear all 
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the wild, wonderful stories they had to tell. Some 
of them might just have come from the north, and 
had been up to fine lively games there, — pushing the 
icebergs right in the very way of the vessels — on pur- 
pose, you know. Tack and turn as they might, there 
would be a great mass of steel-blue ice right ahead of 
them. The steersman would be at his wit's end to 
know how to steer; but the captain might shout till 
his voice cracked, and stamp his feet till the fur fell 
off his boots, it was of no use. They would do their 
very best to steer wide of the great jagged wall in 
front of them. Those imps would be behind it, you 
know, pushing it with all their might and main, laugh- 
ing fit to kill themselves. Only their laughter was so 
like the shrill whistle of the wind among the sails, 
that the sailors themselves if they saw them would 
only take them for some sort of seals or bears ; and 
slap, slap — splash, splash the vessel would toil through 
the dark green water till it met the ice with a crash 
and a wrench, and a horrible shiver all over, and then, 
of course ' — 

' And then ? ' asked Petronilla breathlessly. 

'Well,' said Petronel with a laugh, 'they might go 
down — or they mightn't ! But they were not all cold 
stories like that Some of them had been to the south. 
Oh, what funny tales they'd tell of the great bags full 
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of blinding fine sand, that they would shake right in 
the faces of travellers in the deserts, and nearly choke 
them ! and of how they would whisper in their ears, 
when they were lying worn out and fast asleep on the 
ground beside their camels, fifty miles or more away from 
the nearest well, and would make them dream of foun- 
tains, and clear, rippling streams, and cool, shady groves 
of trees ! And up they would start with a half-stifled 
cry, and hot, parched throats and lips ! Oh, they are 
certainly sad, wild fellows some of them, but they made 
one very nearly die of laughter sometimes with their 
pranks and tales.' 

But Petronilla didn't laugh. Her eyes were brimful 
of tears, and her young heart was heavy. Alas, alas ! 
that Petronel should be so wicked, and yet so dear ! 

The evening before the royal wedding, there was to 
be a grand ball at the palace, at which Petronilla was 
to be presented by the king and queen-mother to the 
court, the chief ministers, and to the deputies of the 
people, as their future queen. It was enough to turn 
any young girl's head ; and it is not to be wondered 
at, that for the whole of that confusing day Petronilla 
forgot even Petronel. 

The time had come for her to be dressed in her royal 
robes of stiff golden stuff, and soft, clinging lace ; and row 
after row, and bracelet after bracelet, of rare jewels, lay 
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on her toilet-table before her, waiting to be put on. It 
was getting late, — ^very late for Petronilla, who had been 
accustomed to go to bed with the chickens, and get up 
with the larks. The great palace clock was, in fact, 
striking nine o'clock, when a lady-in-waiting attached to 
the queen-mother's household, and the two dressers 
appointed for Petronilla, waited on the little goat-girl 
in her own room to inquire if she would be pleased to 
begin dressing. 

Petronilla thanked them and said yes, but might she 
first say her prayers } She was accustomed to say them 
at this time. The lady-in-waiting begged that when 
Petronilla was ready to receive her she would strike the 
little gong that lay on the toilet-table. Then, curtseying 
profoundly, she withdrew with the two dressers to the 
antechamber. 

Petronilla fell on her knees at her open window, turn- 
ing away her eyes from all new-found splendour to fix 
them on the lovely distant stars, not one whit lovelier 
seen from the palace windows than from her own little 
cottage doorway in the mountains. And then, and only 
then, the thought of Petronel rushed like a torrent back 
into her heart, and filled it full to overflowing with love, 
and fear, and pity. And his name rose trembling to her 
lips. 

* Petronel ! ' Why, she had forgotten him ! She had 

4 
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not seen him all that long day through. Had he wanted 
her ? Had he missed her ? Where was Petronel, by the 
bye ? Oh, how thoughtless, how selfish she had been I 
And then, as if in answer to her question, there came 
the sound of a far-off voice across the moonlit gardens, 
faint but distinct, like the distant murmuring of the sea, — 
'Petronilla! Petronilla! Petronilla! Farewell!' 
Petronilla sprang to her feet. Petronel's voice ! Pet- 
ronel calling her ! She stretched out her arms to where 
the sound came from, and called to him loudly and 
earnestly, — 

'Petronel! Where are you.^ I am here, dear little 
brother ! Here ! ' 

No answer. The tall, sleepy trees nodded together in 
the moonlight. The glittering ripples on the lake idly 
rippled themselves away to nothing on the moss-covered 
banks. The faithful sunflowers were slowly, silently 
turning their golden faces from west to east, in readiness 
to greet to-morrow's rising sun. All was silence and 
repose. But as Petronilla with a fast-beating heart 
looked and listened, she fancied she could hear again 
and again, but still farther away each time, still more 
faintly, Petronel's voice calling to her, — 

'Petronilla! Petronilla! Petronilla! Farewell!' 
She forgot all else — king, queen, palace, ball, and 
wedding. Out of the room she ran by a little side-door, 



PETRONEL AND PETRONILLA. 3 1 

and down a narrow staircase that led into the garden. 
From the garden she reached the great courtyard, and 
crossed it, nobody imagining for a moment that the 
young girl in the plain stuff dress, that hurried so swiftly 
past them, was Petronilla, their queen-elect. Everybody 
was busy with something or somebody else. Nobody 
asked any questions but the sentinel at the palace gates, 
and all he said was — 

' Snakes ! ' 

'Tea leaves!' answered Petronilla, and he let her pass. 

Those were the pass-words for the day, and of course 
Petronilla knew them. She asked the sentinel if he had 
seen Petronel lately. 

* He passed out about two hours ago. I had just 
come on guard.' 

' Was he alone ? * 

'No; there were two dark, ill-looking men waiting 
for him with a third horse, and they all rode off together.' 

* Which way did they go ? ' 

' I heard one of them say, " Now for liberty and the 
Dark Forest ! " ' 

Petronilla ran on as if in a dream, her eyes seeing 
none of the wondering passers-by, her legs knowing no 
fatigue. She had but one thought, to save Petronel 
from the wicked fairies. Oh, if she could only reach him 
in time to throw her arms round his neck, to beg him to 
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forgive her for having forgotten him for so long, to 
entreat him to return to the little mountain home again, 
where she would spend her life and her strength in 
endeavouring to make everything pleasant and comfort- 
able for him I Oh, if she could only make him under- 
stand how little she cared for riches, or power, or for 
her own comforts, provided that he were well, and pro- 
vided he would look, and speak, and feel once more like 
little baby Petronel — provided he would but gfive up 
his wicked friends and his wicked ways ! She ran, ah I 
almost as fast as she thought ; and very shortly she had 
left the sleeping town behind her. The first place she 
stopped at was a little country roadside inn. The door 
was still open, and there was a bright red light behind 
both door and windows, late as it was. So Petronilla 
ran in, little caring for what they thought of her crumpled 
dress, and her lovely disordered hair, and her agitated 
voice and manner. 

'There had been a good many travellers passing that 
way since early morning,' was the answer to her eager 
inquiries. 

*Did she mean, perhaps, three ill-looking scampish 
fellows on fiery black horses, — ^the youngest a good- 
looking lad with curly hair and flashing dark eyes ? ' 

' Yes, yes ; that was Petronel ! Well ? ' 

* Oh, if you're after them, and on foot too, you'd better 
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borrow a pair or so more legs. They must be in the 
Dark Forest by this tiipe, for they went like the wind. 
Nor did they stay here very long. Good riddance to 
them! That was about three hours ago.' 

Petronilla scarcely waited to thank them. Onward 
she ran towards the Dark Forest. A mile or so farther 
down the road she met an old woman with a bundle of 
faggots over her back, singing as she went 

' Have you seen my brother Petronel ? ' asked Pet- 
ronilla, stopping her. 

' Nay,' said the old woman, smiling and shaking her 
head, * I've seen no kith or kin of yours, my little lamb- 
kin ! There was a wicked lad on a fierce black horse, 
who nearly knocked this wood off my back as he passed, 
and rode off laughing.' 

' Which way was he going ? ' inquired his sister 
anxiously. 

'Towards the Dark Forest, dear child! But have 
nothing to do with him I Well, if you must know, the 
road is straight on — you can't miss it' 

Poor Petronilla ! The drops of red blood were already 
beginning to trickle through her little thin shoes as she 
ran. How weary she was her own soul knew not ! But 
she was weary, weary almost unto death. 

She ran on all through the dark night hours. It was 
summer then, and day broke early. She took no re 
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however. On she ran, with a courage and an energy 
that knew no failing. By and by, when the road nar- 
rowed, and the trees grew so close together, and all 
before her looked so dark and so gloomy that she knew 
she must at last be drawing near to the dreaded Dark 
Forest, she met a little old man whistling cheerily as he 
walked. 

' Has Petronel passed this way ? — have you met 
Petronel?* inquired Petronilla, without offering to ex- 
plain who and what like Petronel might be. For her 
mind was so full of him, that it seemed to her as if 
everybody else's mind must be full of him also. 

'Petronel!' cried the little man, stopping short at 
once, and bringing down his hand on his knee with a 
joyous slap. *To be sure! That was the name! I 
remember it now. How I have been hunting in my 
mind for that name! For look you, my girl, a bargain's 
a bargain all the world over, and I'd promised to — 
Yes, I saw him. He asked me the road to the river, 
and I told him, and he gave me a fat golden piece for 
my pains, and said he, " Pray for Petronel !" ' 

' Was he alone ? ' 

'Yes.' 

* Which way is it to the river ?' 

* You're not so generous as Petronel,' said the old 
man, grumbling a bit. 
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PetroniUa gave him the gold ear-rings that the queen- 
mother had given her. 

' When you reach the cross roads, take the one to the 
left/ said the old man ; ' you will presently get to a 
great cluster of fir-trees. Count to the twenty-seventh. 
About twenty paces behind it you will find a narrow, 
winding pathway. It leads to the very water's edge.' 

' Thank you/ said PetroniUa, running off again. 
' Don't forget to pray for Petronel.' 

The road was easy enough to find. Oh, how frightened 
would PetroniUa have been at any other time, to leave 
the friendly, bright moonlight, and to plunge into the 
utter, terrible darkness behind those gloomy fir-trees! 
How startled she would have been at the bats that flew 
almost in her very face! How terrified at the very 
sound of her own rapid footsteps on the fallen dry 
leaves and branches ! But now she feared nothing ! If 
only she were in time to see Petronel before he 
went any farther into the depths of the Fairy Forest- 
where Petronilla's weary little legs could never carry 
her ; where not even the influence of such deep, holy 
love as Petronilla's could ever reach him : where he 
would be at the mercy for ever and ever of the wicked 
fairies ! 

And then — just as she was beginning to think to her- 
self that her labour had been all in vain, and that ^ftf^K, 
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should never see Petronel again — she found him ! There 
before her lay the broad, black river, gliding sullenly and 
noiselessly between the tall, thick trees. There were 
the gfreat, rank rushes, and the foul water-weeds. There 
were the great slimy rocks ; and there, face downwards 
on the grass, close to the water's edge, in silent horror 
and despair lay Petronel ! And it was then, only 
then, that Petronilla knew how utterly weary she was, 
and how impossible it would have been to have struggled 
on any farther. She could now but just totter up to 
where he lay, and kneel down beside him, and whisper 
his name. And he sprang to his feet, as though the 
sound of her gentle voice had been like the shout of a 
whole army. 

' Petronilla r cried he; 'little Petronilla, ^r^/' Oh 
how he flung himself into her outstretched arms in an 
agony of remorse ! And how tightly she pressed him 
to her loving heart, laughing and crying in a breath, too 
thankful for mere words ! 

* Go back, darling ! Go back, darling little sister.' 

' No,' said Petronilla. ' I will never leave you, 
Petronel.' 

' But the king — and the queen ? Are you not married 
yet ? Oh, why did they let you come here ? — ^why did 
they let you come here ? I thought I had left you safe 
and happy!' 
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'I am happy/ said Petronilla, smiling through her 
tears. ' Oh, believe it, Petronel ; now I have found you, 
I want nothing more.' 

'But you cannot stay here with me!* cried he, in 
great agitation. *This is no fit place for such as you. 
Heaven will bless you, Petronilla, for your goodness 
to me. But go. Pray go at once, before it is too 
late.' 

* No,* said she, clasping him still closer ; * no, 
Petronel.' 

' But you cannot help me now. I am in the power of 
the wicked fairies,' said he, shuddering. 'They have 
only left me for a short while. In a few moments they 
will be back again, and then ' — 

* We will resist them together,' said Petronilla firmly. 
'But they will surround us on every side; you don't 

know them. Hark !' 

' It is horses' hoofs,' said Petronilla. 

'They are coming — they are coming!' cried Petronel 
wildly. • ' Save yourself — save yourself, Petronilla 1* 

' I am safe,' said she calmly ; * quite safe, dear 
Petronel.' 

But he threw his arms up in great agony. 'They 
lured me away by promises, promises which they will 
never keep. But I am theirs, theirs for ever ! No hope — 
no escape ! ' 
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* The road I came by is short and easy, dear brother/ 
whispered Petronilla. 'Take courage, dear heart; let 
us go back home at once/ 

But PetroneFs limbs were heavy indeed. Petronilla's, 
bruised and travel-worn as they were, were yet lighter 
and swifter. She put her arms round him and dragged 
him two or three steps along the crooked, narrow path- 
way ; but, alas ! her strength was well-nigh spent ; and 
though he did his best to follow her, his best was but 
feeble. 

'Leave me,' said he faintly, the great wet drops 
standing on his forehead ; * leave me, Petronilla ; save 
yourself. I have deserved it. Hark, hark ! how close 
they are coming. Oh, run, run ! ' cried he, pushing her 
away from him. 

They wel*e indeed coming. Petronilla could hear 
plainly now their fierce shouts, and their wild, weird . 
laughter, and the hurried tramp of their horses* hoofs. 

'This way,' cried she, with fresh-born energy, 'this 
way, Petronel ; do make one effort — one brave effort, 
Petronel.* 

But Petronel only shuddered, and cowered down to 
the very ground at her feet, pressing his hands to his 
ears to keep out the sound of the coming band. Pet- 
ronilla cast her eyes about her in despair. 

' Why, Petronel — Petronel ! ' cried she, shaking him. 
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* here's a boat at the water's edge. Couldn't we get 
away in that ? Do, dear Petronel, try to get as far as 
the boat. See, it's only two steps farther.' 

Meanwhile the fierce shouting, and the wild, weird 
laughter, and the hurried tramp of hoofs, came nearer 
and nearer still ; until at last Petronel, maddened with 
terror, roused himself and started to his feet. 

'Stand back!' cried he loudly, 'stand back, Petro- 
nilla ; they cannot possibly harm you ! Heaven will 
protect its own. Farewell— ^farewell ! * 

So saying, he flung her from him, threw himself for- 
ward towards the river's edge, and bounded in one great, 
despairing leap into the boat. 

* Farewell ! ' cried he once more ; ' do not follow me. 
This boat means death I ' 

But Petronilla, quick as lightning, had already reached 
his side. The cord was loosened, the boat slid out 
from the bank upon the dark, deep water, and was 
carried swiftly down the stream. 

Locked in each other's arms, the brother and sister 
knelt, awe-struck and trembling, while the tall fir-trees 
seemed to slip by them. Already the fierce shouts, and 
the wild, weird laughter, and the tramp of the horses' 
hoofs, were growing fainter and fainter in the distance. 
They were indeed safe from the wicked fairies' power, 
for not even the wicked fairies themselves would dare 
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to face the awful cataract of swollen waters that lay 
before that little boat. 

Petronilla knew it, and she knelt calm and resigned, 
while Heaven's sweet peace crept into her heart and 
abode there. And Petronel knew it, and knelt sobbing 
bitterly. 

Fearful were the sights that met their eyes on all 
sides ; for horrible, long-toothed, long-haired, wild-eyed 
witches sat on the rocky banks and stretched out their 
long, lean arms to clutch at them as they passed. Shrill- 
voiced, hideous-faced gnomes and goblins leapt out of 
the water to them, and threw foul and noisome river- 
weeds and insects at them. And great, slimy water- 
serpents, and huge, yawning crocodiles swam round the 
boat, hissing and grinding their teeth at them. And 
huge vultures, and owls, and enormous horned moths 
flew, flap-flapping their long, dusty wings in their very 
faces. And great water-beetles and fat, hairy spiders 
crawled up the very sides of the boat by thousands. 

Narrower and narrower still became the river, and 
higher and higher the gloomy overhanging rocks that 
bordered it And now, for the first time, the distant 
roar of the great cataract broke upon their young ears. 
Already the sullen, black ripples had become angry 
little waves ; and the boat no longer glided swiftly and 
^mmaiMy forward, but swung unsteadily to and fro, as 
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it danced lightly from current to current, and from eddy- 
to eddy. 

' Petronilla/ whispered Petronel, clinging to her with 

icy-cold fingers, ' oh, how frightened I am ! Cannot we be 

saved, Petronilla ? Can't you do something to save us ? ' 

' No, Petronel,' said she. * We are safe now.' 

Petronel lifted his astonished, tear-stained face to hers. 

Petronilla smiled back at him. 

* Why, Petronilla,' said he, scarcely above his breath, 
* what's that lovely star shining on your forehead ? ' 

And lo ! the fairy's promise was kept ; for the star 
shone on Petronilla's forehead bright and clear, as one 
of God's own bright stars in heaven. 

* Where, dear Petronel?' asked she. 'Of what star 
are you speaking ? ' 

But Petronel did not answer. His eyes were fixed on 
the lovely star. A look of peace unutterable had stolen 
over his face ; he was afraid no longer. 

And as they went, the horrible witches fled from before 
them, and the hobgoblins plunged back into the deep 
water; and the crocodiles and the serpents fell back 
humbly and reverently ; and the great, fierce birds were 
now as gentle and as timid as doves ; and the noisome 
weeds and insects were gone as if by magic ; and the 
gloomy overhanging rocks seemed rocks no longer, but 
great, soft, fleecy clouds ; and the dark trees blossomed 
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with a thousand sweet-smelling flowers ; and the sullen 
water sparkled like diamonds as it reflected back the 
lovely star a thousand and a thousandfold ; and, though 
the cataract was now very near indeed, the nearer and 
nearer it was, the brighter and brighter shone Petronilla's 
star in brilliant glory over her head. 

Presently there came a rush, and a white foam, and a 
blinding spray, and a deafening roar. 

' We are in the rapids,' said Petronilla. ' You are not 
afraid, Petronel .' ' 

' Nay,' said he, gently kissing her ; ' of what should I 
be afraid ? ' 

And heart to heart, hand in hand, they went over the 
great cataract ! 
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THE TWO LEAVES. 



s^§S: 



V, THE wholecourt 
had been thrown 
into confusion. 
The princess, who 
was exceedir^ly 
beautiful and ac- 
complished, bad 
just haughtily re- 
fused her seventy- 
eighth suitor, a 
prince of some 
standing among 
princes, and by 
no means to be 
despised as a hus- 
band, even by so 
beautiful and ac- 
complished a lady as herself. And the king, who was 
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heartily tired of his daughter's frivolous, heartless con- 
duct, in encouraging the attentions of so many worthy 
gentlemen only to reject them with contempt when they 
proposed for her hand, had given her very clearly to 
understand that the time had arrived for her to choose 
which of the princes she would accept as her husband ; 
that great princesses, such as herself, had other duties 
than those belonging to the estate of a mere private 
lady to perform in life; that it was the earnest wish 
of the people that she should marry early, and that the 
king, too, greatly desired her prompt establishment ; and 
that the most difficult creature to please in the whole 
world might surely find one among the seventy-eight 
suitors to whom she could contentedly at least give 
her hand. The king also added, that if her choice was 
not made within the next four-and-twenty hours, he 
should order the common brander of the royal cattle 
to brand the tip of her elegant little nose with a small 
red cross, like as one brands mules, sheep, and such 
obstinate-minded animals. Whether the king meant 
to carry this frightful threat into execution or not, in 
the event of the princess still proving contumacious, is 
of course doubtful ; probably not. It had, however, the 
effect that it was intended to produce; the princess 
was frightened out of her silly obstinacy. She answered, 
what everybody knew before, namely, that the king's 
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will being law, and the tip of her nose very dear to her, 
she would immediately give all her attention to the 
selection of a future spouse. In fact, she might almost 
say she had already selected him, but that being, as the 
king had said himself, a very great princess indeed, she 
conceived it but just that certain privileges should of 
right be hers ; and that she would even consent to 
defer her own choice to that of the king, if he would 
permit her to exact the fulfilment of one little condition 
only, from any one or any number of princes who 
might be willing to repeat their offer of marriage, before 
becoming his wife. To this the king, in an unguarded 
moment, consented. The prince was chosen, and, also 
in an unguarded moment, gladly consented to submit 
to the one little condition, and agreed not to claim the 
hand of his promised bride until he had fulfilled it ; 
would her Royal Highness name the condition ? 
Whereupon the princess smiled very sweetly indeed 
upon the king and the prince, and named it The 
condition was this : * That the prince should present her 
as a betrothal gift with two leaves of any kind he chose, 
exactly and entirely alike in every minute particular.* 

At first view this condition appeared so ridiculously 
simple, that the prince and the king looked at one 
another in mute astonishment, asking themselves if they 
could believe their own ears, or if the wayward princess 
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were indulging in a joke! Time, however, convinced 
them that this little condition imposed by the princess 
was by no means such a joke as they had imagined. 

Not to make a short story too long, it will be best to 
divide at once into three divisions the two hundred and 
twelve princes who, each in their turn, led away by the 
hope of obtaining the hand of the lovely princess, and 
by the apparent simplicity of the condition imposed by 
her, had undertaken, one after the other, to find, in their 
respective kingdoms, two leaves exactly and entirely 
alike in every minute particular. 

The first division accepted by the princess consisted of 
twenty-nine princes of the first rank, all sons of reigning 
kings, heirs-apparent— young, pre-eminently handsome, 
wealthy, and, last but not least, of exalted virtue. 

It was therefore not difficult for the fastidious princess, 
as each separate one failed in his attempt to find two 
leaves exactly alike, to choose a fresh candidate from 
the remaining number. But as there were after all only 
twenty-nine of these princes, and as each prince had but 
one month allowed him for the search of the leaves, it 
follows that at the end of two years and five months the 
first division of eligible princes was exhausted. 

The next division consisted of eighty-one younger 
sons, uncles, brothers, and cousins of reigning monarchs 
— some young and good-looking, and tolerably wealthy ; 
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some plain or poor ; some neither one thing or another, 
but simply indifferently eligible; and these princes, 
being eighty-one in number, were only allowed one week 
to look for the leaves. However, as they had but little 
lands of their own to look over, it followed that they 
must needs search over the lands that had already been 
well searched before by their royal brothers and nephews 
and cousins. Every one of this division failed also. 

The third and last division consisted of a hundred and 
two odds and ends of royalty, — great-grandsons and 
great-grandnephews, sons of ex-kings, and pretenders 
to crowns ; princes without money, and some but with 
doubtful right to their titles ; princes by courtesy, and 
princes on sufferance ; — princes, in short, that were as 
undesirable a set (whatever their personal qualities may 
have been) to choose from as could well be imagined ; 
and it was certainly not a matter for disappointment when 
it was known that the whole of them had failed also. 

But by the time that they had done looking, no less 

than six years and two months had passed away, and 

no two leaves had yet been found which, when viewed 

through a powerful microscope, corresponded with each 

other exactly and entirely in every minute particular. 

If they were alike as to size, the colour was not the 

same. If the colour was the same in every part of both 

leaves to the very nicest degrees of shade, the one 

D 



so STARLIGHT STORIES. 

would be a hair's-breadth wider or longer than the 
other. If both size and colour were exactly similar in 
both leaves, the one would have a tiny brown or red 
spot, or a little raised vein running through it, which the 
other had not. Or it would have a thicker or a longer 
stalk, or a differently shaped tip. And if both leaves 
had the same spots, veins, and stalks as to size, shape, 
and number, they would not have them in precisely the 
same part of the leaf; or there might be more little 
jagged points to the edges of one leaf than the other. 
Or if the number were the same all round, there might 
be more on one side than on the other. No two leaves 
when closely compared could be found to resemble each 
other in every minute particular. It was enough to 
make one feel humble indeed, to mark the infinite 
variety to be found in one of the smallest of Heaven's 
marvellous gifts — the unconsidered leaves on the trees. 

Things were now beginning to look rather serious. 
If the king was obstinate, the princess was more so ; 
and her father having once given his word, he was not 
able to depart from it. There were now, it seemed, no 
more princes, and very few leaves left. And the 
princess did not, of course, grow younger as the years 
passed on. Time had, it is true, dealt gently with her. 
Fascinated, perhaps, by her extreme beauty, he had laid 
but a light hand on her smooth brow in his greetings to 
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her morning after morning ; and though she was nearly 
seven years older than when we first knew her, she 
was still a very beautiful creature, and looked but little 
older than then. 

The great pity of it all was, that this long-continued 
search for leaves had finished by materially altering 
the character and climate of the land, and consequently 
had not been without some influence on the very 
dispositions and character of the people themselves. 
For the last six or seven years there had not been 
one single farmer, or market-gardener, or labourer, 
that had not, in the hope of obtaining the very large 
rewards offered both by king and princes, given up a 
great portion of his time to the search for or the actual 
cultivation of leaves ; and agriculture in general had 
suffered greatly from the mania that prevailed. 

Not only agriculture: the arts and sciences, too, 
were sufferers in a great measure from this general 
craze. Nobody painted anything but leaves — leaves 
singly and minutely — leaves in groups and effectively. 
Long poems were written to leaves. Songs were 
written about leaves. Books were written on leaves 
by the hundred ; and nobody talked of anything but 
leaves. Patent medicines of any reputation and 
efficacy were all supposed, and said, to be compounds 
of different leaves. Leaf colour (which admits in- 
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deed of much variety!) was the only colour worn by 
women of fashion, and wreaths of leaves were the 
only head-dresses in vogue. In fact, flowers were no- 
where, and leaves were everywhere. The man who 
invented a new machine, the discoverer of a new star, 
the originator of a successful scheme, the engineer who 
planned great works, the architect of a splendid building, 
the solvers of great problems in science, — all these men 
came second in the public estimation to the fortunate 
possessor of a valuable collection of almost similar 
pairs of leaves. And worse still, if in some places little 
new-born shrubberies and baby -woods and forests 
were growing up, and being fostered with tender care, 
with a view to the formation of a new generation of 
uniform leaves, yet in other places great forests had 
disappeared ; that is, the leaves had been so cruelly and 
persistently stripped from them, that the trees were now 
nothing but great black trunks, dying or dead — for a 
tree depends greatly on its leaves for its life. And this 
looked not only exceedingly ugly, but let through the 
cold draughts of air so easily to the villages and towns 
which the forests had hitherto so carefully protected 
and sheltered, that colds and coughs and rheumatism 
were now gradually undermining the constitutions and 
the tempers of their, until now, healthy and amiable 
inhabitants. 
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Things, in fact, had arrived at that state of discomfort 
and uncertainty which may be generally described as 
' loggerheads,' when one day the glorious announcement 
was made that a prince had been overlooked ! that he 
was fitted in every way to take the foremost place in 
the foremost rank of princes ; and that he was now on 
his way to Leafland (as it was now ironically termed 
by neighbouring states), to place himself at the disposal 
of the king and the princess, as far as regards a final 
search for two perfectly similar leaves. And very 
shortly the overlooked prince arrived at the palace, 
and made known his request. 

Suffice it to say, that his personal appearance was so 
attractive, his manners so .charming, and the way in 
which he spoke so courteous, that not only the king 
himself and all the court were delighted with him, but 
the haughty princess herself admitted that he was quite 
worthy of her esteem, and that it would cause her much 
gratification to learn that he had been successful in his 
search for the two leaves. More than this, it was con- 
fidentially whispered about, that the little matter of the 
two leaves might, if he pleased, in this case be perhaps 
dispensed with, if — 

But here the ambassadors, ministers plenipotentiary, 
and consuls of the nations to which the other two hun- 
dred and twelve princes belonged, violently interposed ; 
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and after the consumption of at least five hundred and 
thirty-two quires of writing-paper, and about thirty-seven 
pounds of red sealing-wax, it was made perfectly clear 
to the king, that, should the conditions imposed on the 
other two hundred and twelve princes fail to be as strenu- 
ously insisted on in the case of this particular prince, 
that their respective governments must, and assuredly 
would, take umbrage thereat; and that the king who 
permitted himself to show this offensive partiality, and 
was capable of suffering two hundred and twelve gentle- 
men to be made complete fools of by his capricious 
daughter, might have to pay for his indecision of character 
by being compelled to make war with a great many more 
nations than might be quite convenient at the same time. 

The new prince, however, who was evidently much 
impressed by the princess* great beauty, averted all fear 
of a complicated misunderstanding between the nations, 
by saying, very modestly, that as he himself did not wish 
to make enemies of so large a number as two hundred 
and twelve princes, he would prefer to be allowed to look 
for the leaves as they had also done. He added also, 
that the search should be so vigorously carried on, that 
he felt almost confident of success. 

At this the king repeated the word 'almost* with a 
dismal shake of the head. There had been a great 
many pairs of leaves that had 'almost* matched. 
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The prince therefore set out for his own country 
(which was happily very thickly wooded) without further 
delay* promising to return with or without the leaves at 
the expiration of one month's time. 

He kept his word. Exactly to the day, hour, and 
minute, the punctual prince arrived back in Leafland ; 
and there were great rejoicings in the city. W/iy, 
neither king, princess, or people could possibly say ; 
but the general impression certainly was that this par- 
ticular prince would prove to have been successful in 
his search. 

It is true that there had been rain falling on three 
following Mondays between the hours of ten and eleven. 
That was a good sign ! Then two rooks and a rooklet 
had been observed sitting on a church wall with their 
tails turned eastward and their beaks turned westward. 
That was another good sign ! There had been also a 
great yield of barley that year, and there had been 
more grey kittens than black or white born during the 
last week. These were all reassuring signs enough, as 
any one will of course confess. Therefore, expectation 
running high, great preparations were made. Tri- 
umphal arches were erected ; balls and banquets were 
organized ; streets were hung with flags and red bunt- 
ing; the whole city was crowded with people; and 
lastly, the king and princess, when they heard that the 
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prince had entered the gates, repaired with anxious 
hearts and faces smothered with smiles to a splendid 
pavilion erected in front of the palace, and awaited his 
coming, surrounded by the whole of the ladies and 
gentlemen of the court 

The prince arrived, plainly dressed and alone. He 
seemed slightly surprised at the enthusiastic reception 
he met with, but acknowledged it politely and seriously, 
as if his mind were not given to frivolity and excite- 
ment. When he arrived in front of the pavilion, he 
dismounted from his horse, and gave the bridle into the 
hands of a soldier who stood near, and proceeded on 
foot and bareheaded towards the pavilion. When the 
usual courtesies had been interchanged, the prince, 
without further preamble, proceeded with a calm and 
dignified air to speak as follows : — 

*Your Majesty — ^your Royal Highness, — Before I 
proceed to satisfy the intense curiosity which doubtless 
reigns in every heart here present, — before I either give 
assurance of my success, or ask indulgence for my 
failure, — may I be permitted to acquaint your Majesty, 
her Royal Highness, and this noble company of ladies 
and gentlemen, with the way in which search was made 
for the much wished-for leaves ? ' 

Permission being granted, of course, the prince resumed 
as follows : — 
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* When I first undertook to search for the two leaves, 
believe me, it was not with any undue confidence in my 
own powers. I could scarcely expect to succeed where 
so many others had already failed before me. If, how- 
ever, the only tasks that were undertaken were those 
the successful completion of which were not a matter of 
doubt but a certainty, kings and subjects must alike be 
fain to content themselves with few enterprises. I had 
resolved, having once undertaken the task, to bring it, 
if humanly possible, to a satisfactory conclusion. I 
immediately gave orders to my head forester to let me 
have twenty large bales of leaves furnished at the palace 
every twenty-four hours. I gave orders to all the 
governors of the different provinces, and the mayors 
of the different towns, to organize companies of leaf- 
pickers and leaf-comparers, without loss of time, at the 
rate of no less than fifteen bales of leaves in the twenty- 
four hours. And I authorized them to offer large 
rewards to the finder of twin-leaves. As for my own 
bales, I placed myself at the head of an intelligent 
number of searchers and comparers, and I set apart 
sixteen hours out of the twenty-four for the purpose 
of inspecting the twenty bales. I was somewhat 
fatigued, not being accustomed to the work, after the 
first sixteen hours of unceasing search and comparison 
of leaves ; and before I retired to rest, I went down into 
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my private garden to breathe the fresh air for a while. 
It was a lovely moonlight night ; the air was soft and 
warm. I sat myself down under a favourite old oak 
tree, and, as was natural, I fell asleep, and I presume 
that I must have dreamt. Such a dream ! Never had 
I seen — never shall I see again, such a wonderful con- 
course of feathered creatures as I beheld before me then. 
From the largest and most powerful birds of prey, down 
to the tiniest midge, everything that had wings seemed 
to be there. The mass of colours, too, was most be- 
wilderingly beautiful. The brilliant reds and blues 
and greens of the parrots ; and the bright yellows and 
orange of the cockatoos ; the delicate pinks and greys 
of the wood-doves ; the soft deep crimson of the robin 
redbreasts ; the never - ending shades of browns and 
drabs and fawns of the nightingales, chaffinches, bull- 
finches, and linnets ; the deep blue and white of the 
swallows ; the gorgeous golds and bronzes of the golden 
pheasants, and the equally shining dark-greens and 
purples of the homely roosters ; the dazzling combina- 
tion of iridescent hues that forms the. plumage of the 
humming-bird; and the magnificent blue-blacks of the 
ravens ; and the sombre, drowsy splendour of the rock- 
coloured eagles; — each and all of these were there 
in countless numbers, — magnified, and glorified, and 
radiant under the searching light of the steel-blue 
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moon. Never was there a more enchanting scene ! 
Nor must I forget to mention the uncountable myriads 
of insects that hovered above, and literally hung like a 
glittering canopy over my head. What, however, was 
most strange was, that not one sound, not one cry, did 
those many millions of birds emit. There was a motive 
for this unusual silence. Scarcely had they, with a 
sound of moving wings like the rush of a hurricane amid 
the foliage of a giant forest, settled quietly down either 
on the ground at my feet, or upon the lower branches 
of the trees that surrounded me, than a great eagle, 
stepping majestically to the front, addressed me with 
a remarkable air of quiet dignity as follows : — 

' " Great Prince ! — You are doubtless aware, that in 
depriving a tree of its leaves, you not only deprive it 
of its beauty and its pride, but possibly of its good 
health, if not of its actual existence ; that you take 
from countless myriads of living creatures their only 
means of nourishment, and thus doom them to an early 
death ; that you deprive a thousand little birds, whose 
sweet tones you so gladly welcome round your homes, 
of their only shelter ; that you expose their little nests, 
their little eggs, and their little selves, either to the 
fierce rays of the burning sun, the cold blasts of the 
searching winds, or the penetrating drip-dripping of the 
rain. In short, you deprive the brief and unassuming 
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life of all these simple little creatures not only of their 
only home and their only means of support, but of their 
only pleasures and their only joys. You would doubt- 
less do this unthinkingly. And, as unthinkingly, you 
would thus set an example to your subjects of indif- 
ference to the well-being of the lower order of created 
things, which they, still unthinkingly, may not be slow 
to follow. Already has this kingdom been overrun 
with half-starved birds and insects from the neighbour- 
ing states, whose princes have not been more fortunate 
than doubtless you would be yourself in your search 
for companion leaves. We are ourselves, although we 
appear so numerous, but a very small proportion of the 
winged life that rests on rock and hill, and in wood and 
valley, of your vast kingdom. We plead, therefore, not 
for the trees which will be spared, since they will be many, 
no doubt ; we plead for the many unhappy trees that 
are already doomed. We will give, one and all, our lives 
for you, if you wish for them ; and there is no reason to 
think that our beloved green trees are not equally ready. 
If such a course as you are now pursuing can give you 
one moment's happiness, or spare you one moment's 
pain ; if you can look into your heart and say that the 
sacrifice of these million little harmless lives will not be 
a vain one, then we have no more to say. We are not 
here to rebel against your royal decrees, or to cavil at 
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your royal decisions. We are here only to ask you one 
single question, and the answer shall come from your 
own heart. Are these two leaves necessary to any one 
human being's happiness ? Prince, I have said." 

' And then I thought that the whole mass of winged 
creatures with one accord rose into the air with a whirl 
and a rush — and I awoke. This dream, Princess, left 
such an extraordinary impression on me, that from 
that moment I stopped my search for the two leaves 
in question, and gave strict orders for all my subjects 
to do so likewise. My other dear subjects, the pleasant 
little birds and the busy little insects, have no more 
to fear from me. The strangest part of it all, however, 
has still to be told. I passed the rest of the month 
in attending to some of the lesser duties of a prince's 
life. The eagle had read me a lesson, and I much 
desired to profit by it. The morning, however, that 
I was to set out for this country, in order to acquaint 
you simply with my failure, I dreamt a second dream, 
and in it a little grey nightingale flew into my room 
with two oak leaves in her beak, which she carefully 
deposited at my feet, saying to me : 

' " Prince, — The little creatures you have spared have 
been hard at work for you ! Thousands of keen little 
eyes, millions of unwearied little legs, myriads upon 
myriads of agile, untiring wings have been at your 
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service. They have searched, compared, measured 
unceasingly for the last month ; and at last — they have 
found ! A million million of grateful hearts send you 
these two oak leaves, which you will find exactly and 
entirely alike in every minute particular. We are very 
little creatures, it is true! But if the love and good 
wishes of such small things as we can benefit such a 
mighty prince as yourself, know that there is not one 
beat, one throb, one thought of our grateful hearts 
that is not wholly yours. Farewell ! " 

* The nightingale then flew out of the window, and I 
awoke ! Whether it was really a dream or not, I cannot 
tell ; but at my feet lay the two leaves, which I have 
the honour to present to your Royal Highness. The 
window was wide open, and such a glorious flood of 
melody greeted my ears as only the voice of a nightin- 
gale can produce.' 

The prince ceased speaking, and taking the two 
leaves from a little gold case, he presented them to 
the princess. It needed little on her part, and that 
of the king (who had now become an expert in the 
judging of leaves), to see that these two were each one 
the exact counterpart of the other. Their own reflec- 
tion in a looking-glass could not have been more alike 
than those two leaves. 

The joy of the king knew no bounds. And the 
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princess herself rose from her seat, and came forward 
with a smile and a blush. 

* Valiant prince/ she began ; but the serious look 
on the prince's face stopped further oratory on her part. 

* Princess/ said he, ' I cannot but think that the joy 
which the mere possession of these much wished-for 
leaves affords you must be greater than the love that 
you are likely to feel for a mere husband, otherwise you 
would not have sent away from you over two hundred and 
twelve devoted gentlemen, whose only failing appears 
to have been that they were unfortunate in their search 
for two little leaves ! You have not taken the will for 
the deed, however earnest the will may have been. 
You have required the leaves themselves. To my mind, 
the richest and best gift that king or subject can offer 
to his wife is a true heart. A true heart. Princess, is not 
what you have sought. If to the gratification of a false 
notion of pride — if to the satisfaction of an unmeaning 
caprice — if from a too small consideration for the feelings 
of others, or a too large opinion of your own importance, 
you have been capable of idly sacrificing the marked 
and express wishes of an aged father, and the happiness 
of two hundred and twelve faithful hearts, and the well- 
being of a country and a people, then it is evident 
that you are not fitted to become a good queen, a loving 
wife, or a devoted mother. I will not, I dare not, trust 
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the happiness of my people, or that of myself and my 
children, to such a one as yourself; and I now most 
gladly bid you farewell for ever ! ' 

So saying he leapt into his saddle, struck spurs into 
his horse, and was gone ! And the princess was left 
alone with her two oak leaves ! 
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CATS AND DOGS. 




might, they couldn't 



YOU never heard 
such a pitiful mewing 
in all your lives. The 
people who lived in 
the great grey house 
by the roadside put 
their heads out of 
the windows, and 
half their bodies, and 
said, — 

' Good gracious ! 
there's that dread- 
ful cat again 1 It's 
enough to make one 
ill to hear her ! ' 

But look as they 
for her poor, dirty. 
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draggled white fur was just the very colour of the 
two or three-day-old snow that lay so thick and so 
heavy on the ground. It was going to be a miserable 
nighty no doubt. People went about with red noses and 
tingling finger-ends, saying to one another, 'There's 
more snow to come down yet ! ' 

Surely there was ; and a thick, creeping grey mist 
too, like a great grey blanket, only not so warm un- 
fortunately. 

But the little cat wasn't sorrowing because of the 
thick snow, or the driving mist, or the nipping evening 
air, as she trotted hurriedly and uneasily from hedge 
to hedge, and from tree to tree. She was very 
weary, it is true ; very weary, very hungry, very, very 
cold. There was a bright kitchen fire awaiting her at 
the little red-brick house near the turnpike, half a mile 
or so down the high road ; and a little saucerful 
of milk, a couple of delicious fish-heads on a plate, 
together with two or three of the most appetizing 
fowl-bones one could possibly imagine, were hers, if 
she would only go back to taste them. But she would 
not go back. She had wandered very far already, it 
is true ; but she would wander yet farther still, heart- 
broken and despairing, until, perhaps, her little legs 
should fail her and her little eyes grow dim, and she 
should sink down on the hard, cruel snow, and close 
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them for good and all. And as she went, she called 
out as loud as she could — 

' Miaou — miaou — miaou ! ' 

Presently the front door of the great grey house was 
opened, and a voice called out — 

' Here, Scout ! Scout, old fellow ! There's a cat ! 
Rout her out.* 

Alas ! poor cat. Scout did not wait to be told twice. 
Down the garden he bounded, and out at the gateway. 
Across the road he leapt before you could say two twos, 
and straight up the road he tore after the poor little 
cat. Away she skurried, terrified and breathless, with 
her poor little heart in her mouth. No courage, no 
strength left to turn and face him boldly with a spit 
and a scratch, as might have been expected. There 
were very few dogs or cats that could have made a 
better race of it than they did. For they were out of 
sight in a moment ; and the people of the house shut 
the door, and went back laughing to their warm fire- 
sides again. 

Scout was not the dog to do things by halves ; and 
they might be quite sure that the troublesome little 
cat would annoy them no more that night with her 
mournful cries. 

Meanwhile the cat had lost ground. Not a tree, 
not a shrub, not even a single miserable mile-post that 
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she could spring up within a hundred yards at least ; 
and before she could run that distance, — ah me! at 
the mere thought of those great jaws, that wide-open 
mouth, those shining, fierce white teeth, she could run 
no more. Courage, strength, breath, — all were gone. 
She turned round, though, poor little desperate thing, 
and faced her pursuer with one piteous cry for mercy, 
and then her four trembling little legs gave way 
beneath her. She shut her weary eyes, and she rolled 
gently over into the snow. 

Scout stopped suddenly short. A cat that flew from 
him was fair sport. A cat that flew at him was still 
fairer sport. But a cat that showed no fight at all ! 
A cat that stopped suddenly short, too, and shut her 
eyes, and then fainted ! 

He paused, panting and undecided, his bright red 
tongue hanging half-way out of his mouth ; and he looked 
intently for some moments at his prostrate game. Pre- 
sently, getting impatient, he went a little nearer, sniffed 
her all over, and seeing that she did not move, put one 
black paw to her white face, and pushed her gently. 

' Don't kill me !* murmured she faintly. 

'Then you shouldn't make such a miserable noise 
outside my people's house. If there is one thing they 
dislike more than another, it is cats. Who are you i 
Where do you come from V 
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' I'm the pussy belonging to the little red-brick house 
by the turnpike/ 

* Oh, you are, are you ? And what's your name ?* 
' Only Pussy/ 

' Stupid name, rather ! Well, and what do you want ?' 
Tve lost my kitten !* said the cat in faltering tones. 

* Ah, poor soul ! Did they — was it — did it — well, did 
it fall into a bui:ket of water, with a weight round its 
neck, by any chance ?* said the dog, hesitating merely 
from motives of delicacy, such as any parent dog or cat 
would readily appreciate. 

' Four of them did, sir. This little darling dis- 
appeared by itself.' 

' Pooh ! stolen, of course. Was it pretty ?' 

'Oh, so pretty! It had soft grey fur, and a white 
chest, and th-th-three white p-paws, and a bl-bl-blue 
ribbon tied round its neck,' sobbed the cat. 

' Have you looked anywhere V 

* Everywhere, sir. All over the house and the 
gardens, and all along this road, up and down, up and 
down, calling out to her all the while.' 

'Yes, I know that !' said the dog, showing his teeth 
for a moment. ' Don't begin it again, though, that's all. 
I'm sent out here to stop you ; and stop you I must, 
only I'd as lief not hurt you if I can help it How did 
you lose her "i Leave off crying, and tell me clearly,* 
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'This way, sir. The cook had just put me on her 
own arm-chair, and when I went to sleep she was 
tumbling about before the kitchen fire, playing with an 
old cork.* 

'What! the cook?' 

'No; the kitten. Very well, when I woke up she 
was gone!* 

'Well, and then you looked for her at once, of 
course?' 

' Everywhere I All over the house from top to 
bottom, fifty times over !* 

'Silly-billy! If she was in the house she was all 
right. If she was in the garden she was all wrong. 
You should have run out of doors at once, to cut off 
her retreat* 

'But they locked me up in the coal-cellar, sir !' 

'Ah ! And they didn't say anything ?* 

' Only, P-p-poor old p-p-pussy !' 

*Ah! Has any one been taking a fancy to your 
kitten lately ? Any visitors been calling at your place ?* 

* Yes ; two little boys and a little girl. They spent 
a few days here last week, and they were very kind to 
my kitty.' 

Here Scout suddenly pricked up his ears, then dropt 
them again as suddenly, and stood considering for some 
moments, with his head on one side. 
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* Your kitten is safe enough, FU take my oath on it/ 
said he presently. 'If it's any comfort to you to 
think it, I would make pretty sure that she's lying on 
that very same little girl's lap, half-choked with bread 
and milk at this very minute. The thing is, where do 
these good people live }' 

' I don't know.' 

* Not know ! And you in the house nearly the whole 
day? Why, I'm only let in now and then as a great 
treat, and it's precious little about my people's family 
and their friends that I've got to learn. You cats really 
do sleep when you look as if you were asleep ; but half 
our time we're only listening. Is there anything in the 
shape of a dog at your little place ?' 

' Yes ; a white poodle.' 

* A poodle ! Oh, come, come ! We shall soon learn 
something. Can't he help you ? Why didn't you 
apply to him?* 

'Because he's old, and blind, and lame. And his 
skin isn't quite what it has been, or his temper either. 
And one turn round the garden in the sun is about as 
much as he can manage now.' 

* I must try to get a few words with him, nevertheless,' 
said the dog. ' Come, screw up your courage ! I may 
be rather violent in my manner ; but I wouldn't hurt a 
frightened, harmless little thing like you for the biggest 
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marrow bone in the whole world ! So dry your eyes, 
pick yourself up, and let us go and have a word with 
the poodle/ 

Off they set, side by side ; the great house-dog 
moderating his long swinging strides to the cat's meek 
little trot-trotting, and she, poor small soul, doing her 
very best to keep up with him. 

The red -brick house windows soon loomed bright 
and pleasant through the now thickly falling snow ; 
and when they had got so far, and were only about 
twenty yards or so from the house, they stopped to 
consult awhile. 

' The fact is, you must get in somehow,* said the dog. 
'You had better stand and mew at the window till 
they hear you and let you in. They'll be very glad 
to see you, and very likely offer you warm milk, and 
all that. Take it. Mind you appear quite at your 
ease, and don't fidget about, and kick up that hateful 
noise of yours, or they may lock you up in the coal- 
cellar again ! and I shall want you out here. You 
must whisper to the poodle that he's to make some 
excuse for being let out into the garden. Tell him the 
big house-dog at the grey house down y6nder wishes 
to see him. He'll feel flattered, and he'll come. Then, 
while he is being let out, you must manage to slip 
away yourself, and ' — 
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' But what if they catch hold of me and lock me up 
before I see him ? * 

' Never mind ifs. Do your best.* 

' Yes ; but what if Woolly shouldn't happen to be 
there?' 

'Bless me! what useless talk! Then wait till he is 
there ! ' 

' But won't you get tired of waiting } * 

'My good cat, if we dogs were not blessed with 
patience, where would our masters be ? ' 

' Then you think * — 

But as she spoke there came towards them, borne 
on the gloomy night air, a sound as of muffled growl- 
ings, and impatient snortings, and angry barkings ; 
and the cat jumped. 

* Oh, what's that > ' 

'Well done, Poodle!* whispered Scout, wagging his 
tail enthusiastically. 'Keep close and silent. Mistress 
Pussy. They're playing into our own hands. That 
dog has caught scent of us through the drawing-room 
window, and he's coming out to see what we are. 
Well done, sir, for an old one! though I'm sure I 
beg your pardon for saying so. Old you may be in 
years, but you've your wits about you still, I see; 
and I shall be proud to wag tails with you.' 

At that moment the window of the red-brick house 
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drawing-room opened. Out tumbled the poodle blindly 
and totteringly, but as brave as a lion. 

' Mistaken, was he ? Fidgety, eh } Dreaming of 
dogs and cats, was he.? If there wasn't something 
stealing about at the end of the garden among the 
laurel • bushes, why, then, he wasn't a dog himself, 
but only a great, stupid, fat, overgrown sheep, and 
that's flat ! ' 

So muttering, he toddled along the pathway, deter- 
mined to see into things for himself, when — 

'Hush! don't bark, — friends!' whispered the big 
black dog, coming slightly forward. 

*What do you want?' asked the poodle, quite on 
his guard, though. 

*You shall hear. Be patient. Do you know this 
cat } ' 

The cat came forward trembling, and the poodle 
sniffed round them both a bit, and took his time over it. 

'It's our old pussy,' said he quietly; *but who are 
you } ' 

'The house-dog belonging to the grey house. Yes; 
that's your pussy. Now tell me where's her kitten ? * 

The poodle chuckled. 'They think themselves 
mighty clever,' said he. 'But a mother's heart is a 
mother's heart ; ay, let it be cats, dogs, or squirrels. 
The kitten, sir, is gone to Jeddleford.' 
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'Bless us ! that's twenty miles off! ' 

'Nearer twenty-five/ said the poodle, 'and across 
country, too.' 

'You can't do that,' cried Scout in dismay, turning 
to the cat. 

' Can't I ! ' cried she, all aglow.- 

' I daresay she could,' said the poodle kindly ; * the 
kitten being at the other end, you know.' 

' Try me,' said the cat earnestly. 

' Very sorry I can't help you,' said the poodle. ' I 
suppose you'll set off at once. — ^There they go, calling, 
"Woolly, Woolly, Woolly I"— All right— all right— Bow- 
wow — I'm coming ! Bless us all ! the house can take 
care of itself for five minutes, I suppose. Well, sir,' 
turning to Scout, ' I can't see you very distinctly, 
but I feel sure you are a dog after my own heart, 
and I'm proud to wag tails with you, sir. I must go 
in-doors now, for if I don't they'll all come trooping 
out after me, in their thin evening shoes and their 
silly bare heads ; and then I shall have their colds and 
coughs too, as well as their plate and linen, on my 
mind. Good evening. I shall be pleased to see the 
kitten back. She was a foolish little person, but she 
amused me.' 

'You do me much honour,' said Scout politely. 'I 
hope we may meet again.' 
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' Here, Woolly, Woolly ! you naughty dog, sir ! 
Woolly!' cried one or two voices from the firelit glass 
door. 

''Oh! Bow- wow- wow!* cried Woolly snappishly, as 
he hobbled back. 

'Now lefs be off to Jeddleford at once/ said the 
house-dog to the cat. Whereupon they started, then 
and there, for a twenty-four-mile journey, with far less 
preparation than you or I would make for a two-mile 
walk ! And meanwhile, what about the grey kitten ? 

The kitten was lying curled up in a lap ; 

It had fallen asleep o*er its evening pap ; 

And the thoughts of the tears its poor mother would shed, 

Oh, 'tis little tAry troubled that soft little head ! 

It was warm, it was full ; so it rested and slept. 

And straight into pussy-like fairyland crept ; 

Where new milk and blue ribbon, and corks tied to strings, 

Made up the sum total of all wished-for things. 

The next morning there was quite a commotion at 
the breakfast-table of one of the principal houses in 
Jeddleford. 

' Did you hear what a noise those fowls made in the 
night ?' said some one. 

' Did I hear it } I couldn't sleep a wink for it. What 
could it possibly have been ?' said some one else. 

' Rats, I suppose. We must see if the fowls are all 
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right this morning. Tell some one to go round to the 
poultry-yard and have them counted/ 

The voice, being a voice of authority, was obeyed at 
once, and very shortly the messenger returned with the 
answer, — 

'No, the fowls were not all right. There was a 
tender young chicken missing ; and there were enough 
feathers lying about the hen-house floor to stuff a sofa- 
cushion with. And moreover, the little wooden shutter 
with the broken hinge was quite broken now, and 
swinging to and fro. And when the hen-house door 
was opened the first thing in the morning, all the fowls 
were huddled up together in one corner, as if they'd 
been frightened.* 

' Ah ! rats, of course.* 

'What! Rats open a window .^ All that way from 
the ground, too.^* 

* Rats will do anything. Rats would walk quietly up 
your legs and arms, and nibble the nose off your face, if 
you would only stand still and let them.' 

At this there was a laugh all roiftid. But perhaps 
there would have been no laughing if they could have 
seen that rascal Scout, and the poor weary little cat, 
lying a few hundred steps only away from the house, 
snug and close in a ditch, half covered by an overhang- 
ing bramble-bush hedge, licking their lips over the last 
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savoury bit of raw chicken I To do her justice, the cat 
had protested. Yes, she was hungry ! Yes, she would 
like her supper ! She was very weary, as weary as she 
could well be ; but they had always trusted her at the 
little red-brick house with untold milk and cream, and 
she had never betrayed her trust She was no thief 
herself, and she would rather not steal now. Here the 
dog interrupted her, — 

' Thieve, indeed ! When I was a puppy, — ^well, I 
might perhaps have taken a stray chicken or so, now 
and then; but since then, for private reasons which I 
need scarcely mention, the different views which dog 
and master are apt to take of such matters, the size of 
the stick that — ahem — is kept in the umbrella-stand 
behind the hall door — all things considered, in fact, 
IVe come to the conclusion that, as a rule, honesty is 
decidedly the best policy. However, this case appears 
to me to be an exception. This is not the little red- 
brick house, and there is no cream in question. We 
have travelled some two dozen miles in the snow after 
your own child, that has been ruthlessly torn from your 
agonized bosom. We shall have to wait here till morn- 
ing as it is, before we can begin to look for her, and are 
we to have nothing to comfort us meanwhile ? They're 
not likely to send us out a plateful of bones for supper, 
are they ? Besides, the long and short of it is this, I 
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can't look for kittens on an empty stomach. I know 
just where the poultry-yard is, and 111 manage to get 
into the hen-house somehow or other ; and 1*11 be back 
with you before youVe had time to count your claws 
twice over.' 

Alas, alas! for the poor pussy's good resolutions. 
Briefly, Scout was daring and expeditious ; the fowl 
he brought back was young and tender ; and the supper 
was a great success. 

It was weary work enough, waiting until the house 
doors were opened the next day — weary and anxious 
work ; for although it was only a stone wall that 
separated the cat from her kitten now, yet the ques- 
tion was still unanswered as to how she was to transfer 
herself to the inner side of it, and, granting that that 
were accomplished, how she was to find her kitten 
and transfer herself back to the outer side of the wall 
again without being noticed. 

Scout, however, induced her to wait patiently for an 
opportunity, and to attempt nothing rashly. 

It was a fine bright morning. The mist had cleared 
off, and the snow had ceased falling; and it was just 
the very morning, with all that fine white snow lying 
on the ground, for a couple of little boys and a little 
girl to come forth, with mits on their pink hands and 
comforters tied round their necks, and indulge in a 
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regular good game of snow-balling. And then, while 
they were all hard at it, would be the very time for 
the cat to slip into the house unobserved, and to look 
for her kitten. 

The little boys, however, had gone back to school 
since that — to the poor cat — most memorable day when 
they went to stay for a short while at the little red- 
brick house, and lost their hearts to her kitten ; and 
so, by and by, when the front door opened, and the 
little girl came out dressed for her morning walk, it 
was only the little girl, and there were no little boys 
following her. 

*No boys! then they've stayed at home with the 
kitten ; — that's a bore,* muttered the dog between his 
teeth. 

But the cat gave a jump that nearly sent her friend, 
who was only standing on three legs, sprawling on his 
back. 

'Oh, oh!* cried she, pressing one trembling paw to 
her beating heart. 

'What's the matter.^* inquired Scout. 'Is the fowl 
disagreeing with you ? ' 

'No. Oh, my kitty! There she is — there, in her 
muff! I can see her lovely little head, and the white 
spots, and the blue ribbon. Oh, my little kitty — my 
little kitty ! ' 
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* S-sh ! ' whispered the dog ; ' we're in luck, then. The 
little girl is going for a walk alone! I think I can 
manage to get that little kitten out of that muff. 
Hark! what's that the nurserymaid is saying to her.^ 
— " Don't go beyond the gate, Miss Flossy, for there's 
a strange, ugly, big black dog about somewhere." — 
Strange, ugly, big black dog, indeed ! I'll strange-ugly- 
big-black-dog her one of these days, I can tell her ! 
Now, my dear, keep quiet, and don't excite yourself. 
What we've got to do now is to lie perfectly still 
and observe Miss Flossy's slightest movements. The 
nurserymaid has gone in and shut the door. Good ! 
Now, vigilance, patience, and presence of mind be our 
watchwords, and success will crown our endeavours.* 

* Do you think she'd drop my kitty if I flew straight 
at her face and scratched it.^* asked the cat in a 
whisper. 

' It is likely ; but if you do, I'll fly straight at yours, 
Mrs. Treacherous,* said the dog warmly. 

Miss Flossy's movements were not difficult to observe. 
Like the good little girl she was, she walked steadily 
and seriously up and down from the side door of the 
house to the great white gate that led on to the road, 
in tlie very middle of the space that the gardener had 
cleared in the pathway amidst last night's snow ; con " 
fiding her opinion to the little bright-eyed kitten, as 
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she walked, that that same dark brown, pebbly pathway, 
and the hard white snow that bordered it, reminded her 
a good deal more of rich iced plumcake than was quite 
pleasant, seeing that the resemblance stopped entirely 
short at mere outward appearance. And during this 
little conversation she lifted her muff to her face very 
often, and kissed the little kitten fondly on its eyes and 
nose, — which was not, perhaps, altogether so soothing an 
attention as she imagined it to be. And she pulled its 
tiny white whiskers once or twice to make it mew. 

' Oh dear, oh dear ! * cried its poor mamma from her 
hiding-place; 'she surely must know that that is one 
of the most painful things in the world/ 

' Except having your tail trod on,* said the dog with 
a shudder. 

Miss Flossy, however, meant it all quite kindly. 
Indeed, so much absorbed was she in the contents of 
her little muff, that she forgot to look where she was 
going, tripped over a large stone, stumbled, and down 
she came, flat on her poor little nose. 

Away flew the muff yards off! Out tumbled the 
kitten, frightened out of its little wits, and skurried away 
as hard as it could go ! Up struggled the little girl, 
covered with snow and wet gravel, but nothing daunted, 
and toddled bravely after it ! 

*Now*s your time,' whispered the dog. 'Catch her 
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up in your mouth ! Make for the road ! Hide anywhere 
you like, and wait for me.' 

^ut sprang the cat ; the kitten was caught up in her 
tender mouth the very next second. And then it was 
scramble, tumble, hurry-skurry, helter-skelter through 
the snow, with both cat and little girl. A squeeze 
through the bars of the gate (that was for the cat and 
kitten only — the little girl was a great deal too fat, and 
was obliged to stop and pull the gate open). 

* Oh, oh ! 00 naughty pussy-cat ! ' cried she, all over 
tears, snow, and gravel, as she hurried out into the road, 
quite forgetting what her nurse had said. ' Oo naughty 
cat, 00 has dot mine kitty, oo's dot mine kitty ! ' 

Scout — artful dog ! — let her run. He contented himself 
with trotting after her, keeping carefully out of her sight. 
But no sooner was she well in the high road, between 
the tall, snow -laden hedges, and out of sight of her 
home, than he quickened his speed, overtook and ran 
past her, suddenly stopped short between herself and 
the fugitive cat, and then turned and faced her with 
bristling ears, an erect tail, grinning lips, and fierce 
white teeth, and a most alarming growl. 

'Oh, oh!' 

Here was a horrible dilemma. The great, strange, 
ugly, big black dog ! and she must either face him 
and pass him, or lose her kitty ! 
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Being a brave little thing, she made an attempt. She 
stamped her foot, looked as angry as she could, which 
was a mere nothing, and cried out in her sweet baby 
voice— ^ 

* Doe 'way — doe 'way, sir ! What oo doin' here ? ' 
Whereupon Scout showed his teeth still more plainly, 

growled still more alarmingly, and came bounding and 
leaping towards her across a full half of the distance 
that had as yet divided them. 

She turned and fled, crying loudly — 

•Ma! Ma! Ma! 

* Poor little maid ! ' sighed Scout as he turned and ran 
off the other way. * I can't bear to frighten children. 
I wish rd had the time to stop and make friends with 
her. She's just the sort of little girl to have run back 
home for a bit of cake for me, though she Aad been 
warned against me. Ah! well — ^business is business. 
I must be thinking of that cat. I wonder where she 
has got to, the helpless little creature ! ' 

This was a question that was soon answered. Scout 
had gone but a very little way down the road, bounding 
from side to side as he went, sniffing here and there ; 
peeping, searching, scratching at every step ; and every 
now and then standing quite still, with erect tail and 
ears, to listen if he could hear her. 

When he did hear her, there was a faint, distant sound 
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of mewing, which, as he sprang forward to meet it, 
shortly became a desperate agony of loud, clamorous 
mewing; and in a minute or so there was the little 
cat herself coming back again full pelt along the road. 
And the kitten was not with her ! 

* Hallo ! what's the matter now ? where's the kitten ? * 
' Oh, oh ! Mr. Scout Tm dead ! Fm done for ! My 

dear little kitty ! My own precious child ! ' 
' Well, speak ! ' 

* Drowned ! ' screamed the cat in an agony of grief. 

* Where? How.^ Another bucket? Dropt her in 
yourself, or what ? Speak, can't you ! ' 

' Boys ! ' gasped the cat. ' Wicked monsters — sur- 
rounded me — threw stones — caught me — I fought — 
scratched — spit. No use, no use! A great fearful 
pond down the road.' 

* Well, well ; go on ! ' 

'They're going to send her to sea in a basket-lid,' 
cried the cat despairingly. 

* Going ! Oh, you silly-billy ! you said she was 
drowned. Where's the pond ? Never say die, madam ; 
what's a bit of a pond to me ? Come, step out briskly, 
and show me the way. What ! you can't ? There, then, 
jump on my back. Stick on. Dig your claws into 
the fur, and keep up your pecker ! How many boys 
did you say there were ? ' 
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'Oh, millions!' 

* Is that all ? ril soon settle them ! * cried Scout 
as he ran a great deal more courageously than he 
felt ; for though all dogs dearly love children who 
treat them kindly, there is nothing they dread more 
than a cruel, thoughtless boy or girl, whose only 
pleasure in dumb animals seems to consist in teasing 
and annoying them for no reason whatever. 

It is a sorry thing to put distrust into such a 
trusting thing as a dog's heart ! 

When they reached the pond they found that it 
was not a pond at all, but a very large piece of 
water indeed ; so wide and so deep, that the frost of 
the last two nights had had no effect on it, beyond 
making it most bitterly, bitingly cold. 

At the water's edge there were some two dozen 
noisy young lads, shouting, screaming, and laughing 
all at once ; and oh, far out in the water, crouching 
down in the very middle of an old basket-lid, mewing 
piteously, and half frozen, was the dear, helpless little 
kitten ! 

The cat fell sheer off the dog's back in her un- 
governable terror. 

One, two — dash through the startled boys — three — 
splash into the water, and off! 

' Hallo ! ' some of them cried, ' what's that ? A dog > ' 
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Yes, a dog! making his way swiftly and steadily 
through the icy water, straight for the basket-lid, 
nothing but his beautiful black head to be seen, with 
its kindly, bright eyes, and its snorting, eager nostrils. 
* Hold on, little kitten ! ' they seemed to say as plainly 
as words could speak. ' Hold on, little kitten ; I'm 
coming — Tm coming ! ' 

A shower of stones, of course, from the land. Some 
of them hit him, and some didn't What of either } 

The current — ^for the water was broad, deep, and 
long enough to possess a current — the current, then, 
took the unsteady little craft farther out every 
minute; and the old pocket-handkerchief, rigged taut 
between two upright sticks on purpose, served very 
well as a sail and helped to make good progress. 
The dog pushed on. 

If that little vessel went much farther out, he 
should have to convey that new-born kitten back to 
land through far more cold water than might be safe 
for its little life, — new-bom kittens being very tender 
atoms, and the water almost numbing in its coldness 
for even he himself, who was a great, strong, full- 
grown dog. 

Meanwhile the half-distracted little kitten began to 
lose its head. It had never seen Scout before. Its 
experience of dogs had been limited to its acquaint- 
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ance with purblind, torpid old Woolly. How was it 
to know that the big panting creature with the great 
shining eyes, that was gaining so fast upon it, was a 
friend — the truest, noblest, most disinterested of friends ? 

The nearer the help came, the more terrified it be- 
came. Stjarting up in despair, it ran wildly, blindly, 
round and round its unsteady little vessel. Ooze 
through the wicker-work came the chill dark water, 
slop-slopping, till it quite reached to her shivering 
little paws ; and then, true to her instinct, she clutched 
frantically at one of the tottering masts and tried to 
run up it out of the wet. 

* Hold on, hold on ! * gasped Scout, throwing all his 
strength and all his will into his work. 

Alas! too late. Down came mast, sail, kitten and 
all, souse into the cruel water. 

The boat dipped sideways, but righted itself in a 
moment. The handkerchief-sail floated away; so did 
the masts. But where was the struggling kitten ? 

Never mind where, for wherever it was, it only 
stayed there just during that twinkling of an eye that 
it took Scout to kick up his black heels, to dip his 
black head, and to plunge after it. 

And the next thing that was to be seen was a dog 
making steadily and swiftly for the land again ; a 
draggled little kitten in his mouth, with its head held 
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high and dry, and only its helpless hind-legs and 
its limp little tail hanging in the water. 

The kitten was not going to be drowned that time ! 
Not one of the hard-hearted little boys stirred hand 
or foot as the great dripping black dog walked quietly 
out of the water, and laid his burden gently on the 
ground, licking it carefully, and sniffing kindly at it, 
before he even thought of shaking some of the water 
from his coat. 

They were only thoughtless boys after all, not 
wicked ; and the dog had read them a lesson that 
had shamed them and sobered them. 

Besides that, if Scout could have seen anything very 
clearly just then, he would have seen that the boys 
were not alone now. He would have seen a little 
girl with fat legs and arms, and a face red with 
crying ; and a tall lady, and a nurse, in whose arms 
lay the exhausted and fainting white cat ! But he 
was a little numbed with the cold, and blinded with 
the water in his eyes, and he saw nothing at first. Only, 
if he couldn't see, he could hear; and very welcome 
to his brave dog's heart were the hearty words, — 

* Good dog ! Fine fellow ! Brave old boy! ' 

*0h, oh! oo darling big black dog, I love oo !* 

' Take care. Miss Flossy,' cried the nurse. 

Such a shake ! such a shower of water right and 
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left! and then he saw around him. And it was, if 
ever, certainly his turn to feel discouraged. The cat 
was a prisoner, the kitten was recaptured, and every- 
thing would have to be begun over again. After that it 
mattered very little to him that one of the elder people 
read what was written on his leather collar — 'Scout, 
Grey House Park, Edmonstone ; ' and on the cat's little 
red leather collar too — 'Pussy, The Laurels, Edmonstone,* 
though there was quite a commotion when the names 
were read. ' The Laurels ! why, this must be Kittikens' 
mamma!* cried Flossy's mamma; 'and that's why she 
ran away with the kitten, then ! ' 

'Dear me! bless me! good gracious!' cried every- 
body else crowding round the little white cat. 'And 
she's come after her kitten all the way from Edmon- 
stone ! See how thin she is, and how draggled her fur 
is, and how footsore her poor little paws are ! Oh, poor 
dear, poor loving little thing ! Just fancy. Flossy, here's 
a little mother come twenty-five miles after her baby 
since yesterday morning, when your kitten came on 
the top of the coach in a hamper, all through that 
deep snow and cold night air, while you and I and 
the little kitten were comfortably in bed, and fast 
asleep. Oh, Flossy, how she must love her little 
child ! ' 

Flossy 's nose began to pucker. 
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* Tell me, Flossy. It would go against my heart to 
lose you, and you wouldn't like to lose me, would you ? ' 

Flossy understood. The tears grew bigger and bigger, 
till there wasn't any more room for them in her poor 
little eyes; and down they came tumbling over her 
nose, sliding over her cheeks, drop-dropping on her little 
hood-strings and her little warm velvet coat 

* Flossy shall decide for herself; but as for me, I 
should like to make the poor old cat's heart glad 
again. Flossy has so many pets ; the cat has only this 
one. Flossy will try and remember the Sunday story 
about the poor man's ewe lamb.' 

Flossy never hesitated after this. She just cleared 
her choking little throat and blinked and winked away 
her tears, and said firmly, — 

* Kittikens muss doe home with her ma ! ' 

And so she did the very next day, in a hamper 
with some bread and ^milk at the bottom of it,- — never, 
never to be divided from that faithful, loving heart, 
that loved her better, far better, than all the kind 
little boys and girls in the whole world. 

Meanwhile, when Floss/s mamma had dried her 
own little kitten's tears, she turned to look for the dog. 

But the dog was gone! He had just waited to 
hear the decision of Flossy and her mamma respect- 
ing the cat and the kitten, and then — 
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' Oh! it's plain to see, 

I may go ! ' said he, 
' There's nothing further to do,' said he ; 

' So homeward I'll scamper. 

While they in a hamper 
May follow with little Jack-Nag,' said he. 

' If I stand about here, 

I shall catch cold, I fear, 
And my coat will soon dry if I nin,' said he. 

' Besides, there is this ! 

If that chicken they miss. 
Well — I'd better be out of the way ! ' said he. 

Is there anything more to say about the cat, the 
kitten, and the dog? Nothing; except that they 
lived happy ever afterwards, united in the firmest 
bonds of friendship ; and that the very first time the 
cat saw the dog after their return home, she took 
him to a hole in the 'Laurels" kitchen garden, and 
showed him as fine a collection of chicken gizzards and 
livers, and rabbits' heads and tails, and savoury par- 
tridge backbones, as ever gladdened dog or cat's eye. 

'There,* said she falteringly; 'it is but very little 
that I can offer.* 

'But I don't want to be paid ! ' cried Scout, more 
touched than he could well say. 'Dogs, you'll find. 
Mistress Pussy, don't give services for the sake of the 
reward ; and upon my word, after all, I liked the 
fun of it all.' 
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* Yes, yes ; perhaps you like the icy cold bath you 
took, and the boys throwing stones, and the short 
allowance of food that you got during so many night 
hours out in the cold!' cried the cat enthusiastically. 
'Don't tell me! You are the noblest, most generous, 
most devoted of animals ; and you don't for a 
moment imagine that I am trying to pay for such 
help as you generously gave me in my trouble with 
a few mouthfuls of food ? No ! Services like yours 
never are, never could be paid for. But there! my 
life is at your service whenever you think you might 
want it ; but you may as well eat this little bit of 
lunch now you are here.' 

'True,' said the dog, who had his mouth full 
already. 'And such a lunch, too! We've three lap- 
dogs, and some white cats, and canaries, and a parrot 
at home ; so it's very few delicate tit-bits that fall to 
my share,' continued he, crunch-crunching with great 
relish. 

Presently said the cat timidly, 'Might I — I heard 
— did they — what did they say to you when you 
reached home that — that day ? ' 

There was no answer. Scout went on crunch- 
crunching to the very end of the delicacies, and when 
he had finished he licked his lips for a minute or 
two in silence. 
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'Well,' said he at length, 'they — they didn't say 
much. They asked where I'd been all night and day, 
and led me to understand ' — 

' Well, yes ? ' said the cat 

'Well, they led me to understand that — that, in 
short, I had better not go wandering about at night 
for the future. They — they used some forcible argu- 
ments; but — but I feel more comfortable about my 
back than I did at first, and so^no matter I ' 

The little cat melted into tears. 'And you — you 
were punished ! ' cried she. ' Generous, valiant Scout ! 
you who deserved it so little ! ' 

' H'm,' said the dog, with a little hesitating cough. 
' The least said about not deserving it the better. 
How about the young and innocent chicken that I 
snatched from under its poor mother's wing ? ' 
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a voice called out, 
to say to you.' 



TWO parent birds 
and three newly- 
fledged children 
birds huddled 
sleepily together 
in their snug little 
nest at about five 
o'clock in the 
morning of what 
promised to be a 
fine October day. 
Presently one of 
the branches 
overhead gave a 
sudden and un- 
expected lurch 
downwards, and 
'Get up, get up! I've something 
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' Go and say it on a steadier twig, then ! YouVe 
sent the dew-drops right into my eye, and it makes 
me feel quite giddy to see you swaying up and down 
within an inch of us all. Look at you, now ! You're 
scattering a perfect shower of dew-drops about you 
at this very minute. Well, you were going to say * — 

But the early bird that had spoken first was in 
far too high feather to be put out by any amount 
of crossness. 

*Vm so. delighted myself,* said she joyously, 'that 
I want everybody to be glad too. My daughter is 
going to be married ! ' 

'Dear me! as if everybody along the whole avenue 
didn't know all about that. And if you're delighted 
that she's going to marry that pert young fellow with 
the absurd red shirt-front, why, then, you must be 
easily delighted, that's all.' 

The old linnet waited a bit before she answered, 
pecking leisurely at a few refractory feathers that did 
not lie smooth enough to please her. 

*Ah!' said she presently, 'that red shirt-front is 
not in good taste, is it? The linnets are such quiet 
dressers, that I never could think how it was that 
my daughter, who has been very elegantly brought 
up, should have taken a fancy to such a bad style 
of bird. However, all that is over now, and done 
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with for ever. My dear child was proposed for last 
evening by a very great personage indeed — a foreigner 
of very great distinction, who has made our beloved 
country his permanent honie. He lives in a splendid 
golden house not far from here, and has a very large 
retinue of servants. The — the luxury, I may say, in 
which he lives is — is remarkable. Every morning a 
special attendant cleans out and arranges the drawing 
and dining-rooms. The bed-rooms, which are entirely 
composed of the finest smooth wood, just large enough 
for him to grasp comfortably without stretching his 
claws, are well scraped with a blunt knife made 
on purpose, and are then well scalded in hot water. 
His repasts, which are regularly served at appointed 
hours, are composed of the finest seeds. The water 
he drinks is kept in a magnificent crystal vessel with 
a rusty nail in it, which, as you are aware, is a great 
mark of distinction ; and the early salads he is fur- 
nished with, and the foreign delicacies he is tempted 
with, are really something that baflSe description. Then, 
when the weather is cold, he has his house transported 
for him to warm climates; and when the weather is 
bright and sunny, he gives orders to be placed against 
that grey stone wall yonder, with the Virginia creeper 
running up it. Indeed, it was sitting on those very 
branches that I and my Linnetta first made his ac* 
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quaintance. Yes, I am indeed a happy mother; for, 
though we are of very good family too, in common 
justice I must give the palm in the way of good 
looks to my daughter's future husband. The brilliancy 
of his eye and the lovely golden hue of his coat are 
beyond a doubt superior to anything I have ever 
seen before/ 

Here the old linnet stopped for want of breath, 
and the other birds in the nest felt too overpowered 
for a moment or so to venture any remark. Presently, 
however, one of the fledglings hazarded a tiny pipe, — 
* But Linnetta chirps so sweetly.' 
*Yes, my love, she does; but what is her feeble 
little effort compared to the mellifluous flow of sound 
that emanates from the throat of her future husband ? * 

'And where are they to live.^ — are we to lose 
Linnetta ? ' asked another fledgling anxiously. 

*It is not decided. The canary — did I tell you 
he was a canary ? No ! Well, then, he wishes, very 
naturally, for her to return with him to his golden 
palace ; but she, dear silly child, would prefer to re- 
main in this gloomy old avenue. We must try to 
convince her of the absurdity of the idea. Well, I 
must be off. I only looked in to tell you about the 
marriage, and to invite you all to the wedding. The 
children must come too, mind ; for it's likely to be 
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a very fine affair, and it will be something for them 
to remember when they're grown up.' 

And the old linnet flew away amid a general chorus 
of hearty acceptance. 

* I feel rather nervous/ said the canary, drawing 
his bill sharply across the wires of his cage to attract 
the sleepy old grey parrot's attention. 

The parrot raised one leaden-coloured eyelid : ' I 
should think so ! You'll have a fine day, though, I fancy. 
Only the fine days at this tittup of the year don't last* 

* I shall be back early. Suppose after all that they 
don't let me out for my usual morning fly about the 
room!' 

* You've only to flutter about a bit, and get in a rage, 
and peck at the wires. You know they always let you 
out then— even if they have forgotten you.' 

But they didn't forget. At the proper hour the cage 
was cleaned and fresh food was given, and presently 
the cage door was set open, and the canary took his 
first step. 

* Don't be in too great a hurry. Wander about a bit 
as usual,* whispered the parrot as the canary fluttered 
past him. 

Presently the somebody who was busy with the 
empty cage called out to somebody else, — 
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* You may set the door open a little. It's very close 
in here, and Dickey never tries to fly away.* 

The door was set open. Confiding somebodies ! 

*Now*s your time/ said the parrot. *Make straight 
for the second floor. The housemaid is making the 
beds, and the windows will be wide open ! ' 

Wh-r-r-r ! 

* What's that ? — not Dickey, surely ? Why, it is Dickey ! * 
Out rushed the somebody into the hall, calling out 

loudly, — 

* Shut the windows up-stairs ! — shut the windows ! ' 
And then there was a somebody came rushing 

down-stairs — ^'Oh! please — please, have you got the 
canary safe.^ There was a bird just now flew right 
past me, and out of the window up-stairs ! ' 

The wedding was celebrated in the favourite old tree 
of the linnet and her daughter. After all it was not a 
grand affair by any means. The bride was not looking 
her best. Her heart still clung with painful fidelity 
to the remembrance of the bright young robin who 
had won her fledgling heart ; and the thought of leaving 
the old linnet, too, was very distressing to her. She 
grieved, too, for the well-loved old trees, the sweet- 
smelling flowers, the fresh country air, and the blue 
sky, — all the modest little joys that were to be hers no 
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longer! And she wondered sadly why it was that 
the canary should wish to take so unwilling a bride to 
his splendid home. 

The canary's object, however, was very evident to 
everybody else. He knew that in marrying Linnetta he 
would obtain the most patient, obedient, sweet-voiced, 
gentle little companion in the world ; and as he was 
an intensely self-occupied creature, he did not wait to 
inquire if it were agreeable to herself or not. 

It is true that the nestful of sparrows were there, and 
several other friends ; and that there was a delicious 
cold collation of the most delicate grubs and worms 
imaginable. But there was no life in the entertainment ; 
and though the weather was bright, the canary was 
cold, and stood, huddled up and sulky, in the thickest 
part of the tree, fretting and fuming at the unconscion- 
able time the young linnet was taking about her 'adieux.* 
He was anxious to fly home again to warmer climates, 
and he was very, very anxious to learn what sort of a 
reception his homely little brown bird would get from 
his powerful friends. 

It would be just as good, his return to them with 
her, as saying, — 

'You wanted me to marry that horrible young 
termagant who lives in the brown wood cage in the 
schoolroom ; but, as she nearly killed her flrst husband, 
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it appears, IVe decided to have my own way, and 
I've brought home a bride of my own choosing/ 

At the mere thought of what they might say to 
all this, the shivering canary gave an extra shiver. 

'Don't be impatient. The sun isn't going behind 
the house yet for some time, and Linnetta will be 
here directly. She's only saying " good-bye " to some 
old friends,' said the old linnet, with one claw to 
her eyes. 

Poor little Linnetta! She hopped from bough to 
bough, and from twig to twig, with a bursting heart. 

She kissed her favourite leaves one by one, and 
she looked with full eyes for the last time at her 
favourite views. And as she laid her little brown 
head wearily against the rough trunk of the tree, 
she thought that surely, surely it could not be that 
she should never come back to it all again one day, 
however far off that day might be. And when she 
had said good-bye to the great crooked branch, in a 
fork of which her mother's nest had been made, and 
where she herself had lain so snugly and so safely 
when she was nothing but a little, helpless, fragile egg, 
she was ready to go. 

And she and the canary spread their wings and 
flew away together towards the great grey stone house 
which was their future home. 
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The drawing-room windows, the dining-room win- 
dows, in fact nearly every window in the house was 
set wide open. There should be plenty of means of 
ingress for the truant Dickey, were he minded to come 
back to them. 

' Come along,' said the canary ; ' there's no one there. 
We'll be safe in my gold house before you can say 
" tweat ! " See, they have actually put bits of sponge- 
cake and sugar all along the window - sill. Fond 
creatures ! they can't live without me.' 

But the linnet hung back trembling. 

* Oh, oh ! I'm so frightened,' said she. 

* Nonsense ; frightened ? And pray, of what ? Am 
I not here to protect you ? ' 

*Yes; but— oh, there's a face at the window,* whis- 
pered she. 

* Up-stairs ; not where we are going.* 

* Oh yes ; but isn't that a great cruel cat ? ' 

* Where ? I don't see one. Perhaps you mean the 
parrot Come, come, Mistress Canary; I shall be 
angry if you don't come on a little quicker. Why, 
good gracious me, they might actually come and shut 
the window in our very faces, and then we should have 
to stay outside in the cold all night, or else go back 
to your stupid old tree.* 

'I only wish they would, then,' sighed the linnet. 
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* Isn't — isn't that a pop - gun there on the window- 
sill ? ' 

'What's a pop-gun? How vulgar you are, little 
linnet. We know nothing of bird-traps in our station 
of life. Come, come ; in you go ! ' 

So saying, having lost his patience, sad to relate, he 
flew at his terrified little bride, and literally drove her 
before him with wide-open, angry beak, through the 
open window ; when pounce ! — out sprang a treacherous 
creature from behind the window-curtains, and bang! 
— down went the window. 

* Caught, caught ! you naughty Dickey, you ! Where 
have you been, sir, all this long while — eh ? * 

Dickey, startled out of his life (for he was himself 
easily alarmed, for all his bouncing manners), made 
straight for the sanctuary of his cage, never once 
giving a thought to the far more terrified Lin- 
netta ; and no sooner had he fluttered, panting with 
emotion, to the topmost perch, when — snap went the 
cage door ! 

He was once more a prisoner in his own house. 

No one paid any attention to the little brown bird, 
that had fled with a beating heart and fast-flapping 
wings to the back of an easy-chair, where it caught 
its little wild untrimmed claws in the meshes of a 
woollen antimacassar, and lay struggling and terrified. 
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The only thing the somebody behind the curtain 
had seen had been the long-looked-for bright yellow 
Dickey's swift flight home again. And indeed that 
was the only fact anybody seemed to care for, for 
by and by pretty nearly the whole household came 
trooping in to admire and scold, and caress and won- 
der, all in a breath ! Never had there been such a 
naughty little bird, but, at the same time, never had 
there been such a dear, affectionate little creature. 
How naughty to fly away ! How clever to come 
back! How sagacious to go to his cage at once! 
How cunning to come to the right room ! How 
pretty ! how bold ! how tender - hearted I how inte- 
resting! In fact, more miscellaneous epithets were 
lavished on him than one person could possibly 
think of at once, for there were many persons there 
to lavish them, and all were equally enthusiastic. 
Meanwhile the object of all this attention sat on 
his perch, silent and sullen, nothing moving about 
him save his expressive little black eyes. To tell the 
truth, he was rather taken aback at the horrible 
dilemma in which he had placed poor little Linnetta. 
Presently some one cried, — 

* Why, see here ! Here's another bird ! a common 
little brown bird on the back of this chair.' 

* So there is ! Why, then, perhaps that was the 
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little bird that Dickey was fighting with outside, when 
I hid myself behind the window-curtain. Take care, 
children ; it's going to fly !' 

So she was, — only, blinded by terror, she couldn't 
see very well where she was going ; her head swam, a 
thick mist came before her eyes ; her little wings, half 
spread out, fell to her beating sides. 

' IVe got her — IVe got her!' cried a triumphant voice. 
* She's too young to fly far.' 

* Give her to me.' 
' Let her alone.* 

* I shan't.' 

' You shall' 
' Let go.' 

* Go away.* 
'You mustn't.' 
' I will.' 

'Children !' cried a voice of command, 'cease quarrel- 
ling this minute, or I shall be obliged to knock all your 
naughty little heads together. Don't you see that 
you'll squeeze the poor little thing to death among you 
all.^ Give her to me this very minute!' And at last, 
after having been bandied about from eager hot hand 
to eager hot hand, the poor little bird found herself 
lying in one that was larger, softer, and more gentle 
than all the rest. 
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'See how its little heart beats! How frightened it 
is I How would you like to be fingered about by an 
enormous giant a thousand times taller and fatter than 
yourselves ? Shall we give it its liberty — eh, children ? 
what do you say ?* 

Oh, how the little linnefs heart beat just then ! And 
if any one had glanced up at the gold cage, they might 
have seen the canary listening very intently, with his 
little head on one side. The children, however, found it 
very difficult to part with the dear little brown bird, 
that had flown so lovingly right into their very arms. 

* Ma ! I think it wants to stay with us.' 

* Ma ! I think its wings are broken.' 

'Ma ! isn't it too little to live all by itself.?' 

* Ma ! i^ must be getting very cold out of doors now 
for a little bird.' 

Ma considered for a moment 

'If you like to make it a present to poor little 
invalid Neddy, and take it to him the next time we 
drive into town, you may keep it, children,' said she 
presently. And the children shouted with delight at 
the permission. 

Sentence was given. The poor little bird was 
doomed. Oh, could they but have known of the 
anguish that filled her heart, surely their own would 
have been too full of pity to have kept her fr< 
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own home in the old avenue one single moment longer! 
But they did not think of that. They put her in a 
tidy, small wooden cage painted green, and gave her 
food, water, and perches. They even gave her a rusty 
nail ; but she cared little for this last empty honour, 
and lay ruffled up and motionless on the sand at the 
bottom of the cage for the rest of the evening, and all 
through the long, dreary night. And the first time the 
family drove into town (which was ten miles distant), 
they took the little bird with them, with a white pocket- 
handkerchief thrown over the cage, that the fresh 
sweet air she loved so well should not come too directly 
upon her. They did not know how much she would 
have given to have taken just one last look at the great 
waving trees, and the wide brown fields, as she passed 
through them for the last time. And she was given to 
little orphan Neddy, who lay on his back night and day, 
for week after week and month after month, sometimes 
awake, sometimes asleep, very often in great pain, but 
always gentle and patient. So often alone, too (for 
Neddy's friends were very poor people, who were away 
nearly all the day long at their work), that when his 
visitors had toiled up three flights of crooked stairs to 
see him, and placed the little cage on his bed, saying, 
'Neddy, we have brought you a little bird to keep 
you company,' the tears sprang to his eyes for very 
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pleasure, and he clasped his wasted little hands tightly 
together, and said, scarcely above his breath, — 

'Oh! oh my!* 

Yes ; the little linnet's happy days were all counted. 
She knew that. To live for evermore in that narrow 
little cage, in that close little room, within sight only 
of some black geraniums that might once have been 
red, and two or three grimy rows of chimney-pots 
that actually shut out all the colour of the sky, if 
they did not shut out all the light of it, was her fate. 
A sad fate indeed for the little country-bred linnet ; 
and no wonder that the child, though he thought her 
the loveliest bird that had ever existed, grieved a 
little over her want of spirits and of appetite, and 
her total silence. 

But the linnet's heart was one of the tenderest, 
truest, loving hearts in the world. And when she 
saw how sadly the little lad suffered, how desolate 
was his little life, how little he had to look forward 
to, and how patiently he bore his many afflictions, 
her heart warmed within her, and she thought to her- 
self that she was not after all the only one to be 
pitied, and that perhaps if she told him a little of 
her own sad story, he might forget his own sorrows 
for a while in listening to hers. 

So she cleared her humble little throat, and be 
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timidly, — *Twe — twe, tchiu — tchiu — tchiu, t-r-r-r — 
t-r-r-r ! ' and then stopped short, almost frightened at 
the sound of her own voice. 

The ailing child said nothing, but he raised him- 
self on his little elbow, and looked up into the cage 
very earnestly, holding his breath lest he might inter- 
rupt her. 

So the little bird took courage and went on again. 

It wasn't a loud or a brilliant song. It scarcely 
was a song at all. It was more like a few sweet, 
careless, caressing notes strung loosely together. But 
it was low, and very soothing, like the idle murmuring 
of a little brook ; and Neddy's eyes closed involun- 
tarily. 

She poured out all her troubles. She told him of 
all she had loved so well, and lost. She sang to him 
about the waving green trees, and the fresh country 
lanes, and the sweet wild flowers. Of the delicious 
country air, of the glorious, warm sun, and the 
myriads of twinkling stars, one brighter than the 
other. Of the great gliding rivers, and the frolicsome 
baby rivulets. Of the forked bough where she was 
born, too ; and of the broken-hearted little robin that 
had loved her so truly; and of the dear old linnet- 
mother who had been so mistaken in her loving wish 
for her child's happiness. 
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But here she broke down. A great lump came 
into her little ruffled throat. She could sing no more. 

And there was silence, oh ! such a dead silence, in 
the little darkening room, while Neddy lay back 
with still, closed eyes ; and if ever a bird smiled, 
surely the little linnet smiled then, as she thought 
how all her pitiful complainings had lulled him to 
sleep only ! 

After that, seeing that her song had been so suc- 
cessful, she sang every day, and sometimes nearly all 
day, only a few sweet notes at a time ; and, having 
but one story to relate, relating it over and over 
again. Thinking it strange, too, that the little human 
ears, that seemed to hear it so gladly, should be so 
slow of comprehension; for when she had finished 
her little murmuring complainings, Neddy never said, 
'Poor bird ! ' 

But the little linnet did not blame him for that. 
There was no bitterness in her little heart as she 
sang her pretty lullabys to him ; and Neddy, seeing 
her so contented, forgot that her wings were not 
broken as were his own ; and that, unlike him, she 
had but to fly away across those black chimney-pots 
to find her mother and her little brothers and sisters, 
and her dear green lanes again. 

By and by, as the year strengthened, the c 
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weakened ; and one bright spring morning, when there 
were people gathered round the little bed, and he lay 
so white and so still that one could scarcely tell 
whether he still lived or not, the linnet's heart was 
so sorry, and she was so anxious to do something for 
her suffering little friend, that she began to sing her 
very best and her loudest. 

' Hush ! * said somebody. ' Cover the cage over. 
Take the bird away.* 

But, though it was only said in a whisper, Neddy 
heard it, and he opened his eyes and smiled 
faintly. 

So the linnet was suffered to go on singing. 
Oh, how she poured her whole loving soul into 
that last song that Neddy was to hear! It was the 
same old story she was telling — she knew no other: 
the gentle little complainings of one prisoner to 
another. 

And while she sang, the weary child's soul took 
its flight to where there are yet greener trees and 
lovelier flowers than even the little brown linnet knew 
of The little boy-prisoner was free ! 

By and by they set the cage at the open window 
and opened the door, and the wondering bird hopped 
gently out on to the house-tops, in the fresh spring 
air. 
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' Fly away, little bird ! ' said they. ' Neddy wished 
it.' And so the little bird-prisoner was free too, and 
flew away with a full heart to her mammy, and her 
beloved green trees. 
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PERHAPS you 
have noticed how 
oddly people's 
boots behave in 
boats sometimes. 
The boots be- 
longing to the 
people who are 
rowing, that is. 
There they will 
be, calm, inoffen- 
sive pi ecesofboot- 
r^^^^j, manship enough, 

■^^C "''^s^-. ' and your eyes 

may be resting on them quietly — boots being prominent 
features in a row-boat — when, gracious ! — there they 
are wildly flourishing their heels in the air, within an 
inch or so of your startled, alarmed nose ! ^^ 
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Sometimes that is because their owner has not put 
his oar deep enough in the water to get a firm hold 
of it, but very often it is only the little river-sprites 
at their mischief. Only they very rarely swim under 
a person's oar, and tip it up in that rude manner, 
unless that person has been boasting. 

But they are up to worse tricks than that. Some- 
times, when you are in a great hurry to land, and you 
think you have brought your boat nicely alongside the 
bank, they'll swarm round on the other side of her in 
great clusters, and pull her, sweep ! — stern foremost out 
into the current again ; and there will you be, sprawling 
at the bottom of the boat, with a handful of stinging 
nettles and wet earth grasped tightly in your hand. 

And sometimes, when people are learning to row, 
they'll hang on to the oars in dozens and dozens, 
and make them feel so heavy that you can hardly 
lift them ; and the very next minute they'll creep 
under them and bear them up on their tiny shoulders, 
and make them feel so light that it seems as if all 
your strength wouldn't prevent the water and the wind 
from carrying them just wherever they liked. 

And what makes those long -bodied, six -legged, 
spidery-looking creatures that skim the surface of the 
water as easily as though it were so much glass, — what 
do you think is it that makes them start and dart 

i 
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about SO suddenly and so violently every now and 
then for no apparent reason whatever? It is only 
because the river - sprites jump unexpectedly on to 
their backs, and tease and push and beat them so 
unmercifully sometimes, that they take so suddenly 
to their six heels. Nothing but that 

Jack was fishing, and sad pranks they played with 
him. They pulled the bait off his hook, and tied 
long slimy bits of weed to it instead. They stuck it 
so tight into the ground that he couldn't get it out, 
until — bang ! — the line gave way, and flew into the air 
and got caught in the trees. And they would pull that 
float of his down under water, and imitate so exactly 
the nibble of fishes, that Jack was in one perpetual 
fever of alternate hope and disappointment. 

Presently, just before Jack's very eyes, bounce! — 
up jumped a huge fish curled up like a fried whiting ; 
splash ! — back it fell into the water before you could 
gasp out ' Oh ! ' leaving a numberless quantity of 
rippling water-rings, running one into the other in a 
bewilderingly pretty way, just to mark the spot where 
it jumped. 

Jack quite forgot that one must never lean over the 
side of a boat In his anxiety to ascertain if he could 
still see that great blue-black fish swimming about 



I ^4 STARLIGHT STORIES. 

under water, he did lean over — farther and farther 
still, until his inquisitive little nose almost touched the 
water itself 

The river-sprites were waiting their opportunity. 
Once more, before he could gasp out * Oh ! * they 
caught him by that same foolish nose of his — up went 
his boots in the air — souse into the water he went, 
and disappeared, leaving, if that was any consolation 
to him, a much larger set of rippling rings than even 
the large blue-black fish had done. 

There was a fine scamper among the minnows and 
sticklebacks. Jack had the bottom of the river to 
himself for a few minutes. 

* I — beg — your pardon,* gasped he, as he lay flat on 
his back on the softest bed of mud that could possibly 
be imagined. 

Nobody answered, for the good reason that nobody 
heard. 

Presently a minnow bolder than the rest whisked 
itself back, and came sniffing round. Then two — three 
— four; then twenty; then five twenties — minnows 
being remarkably inquisitive fish. 

* I think I'll go home ; it's very damp down here,' 
said Jack feebly. 'And I've got my new cravat 
on.' 

* Surely not till you've seen the carp ! Everybody 
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pays a visit to the carp — ^he is about two hundred 
years old ! * 

* Is he indeed ? * said Jack. * He must be older than 
papa ; but as it's nearly time for me to have my tea, 
and we're to have fried gudg * — 

Here he was suddenly interrupted by an old minnow. 

* A proper regard for the feelings of others is one of 
the brightest gems in a young person's crown, ahem ! 
Would you like to go to a wedding ? There's a sweet 
young perch who is about to be married to-day. She 
marries beneath her ; he is only a barbel, but he is 
very devoted and attentive. And I daresay he would 
show j^ou some little attention if you made it worth 
his while. There he is, sitting in that corner.' 

This was a figure of speech. The barbel was not 
sitting, he was lying curled up in a bed of weeds, 
smoothing down his beard with one of his fins. He 
looked pensive and bored. 

' Come along ! ' said he, uncurling himself slowly, and 
gaping. 'I'll take you to see the carp, if you like. 
What have you got in your pockets, though ? ' 

' Oh — in my pockets ? A knife, with two large and 
two small blades, a gimlet, a cork-screw, a thing to 
pull stones out of horses' feet with, and a nail-cleaner.' 

'Ah! What else?' 

* An' a piece of string, an' — an' a farthing.' 
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'Ah! What else?' 

' Oh, a pencil case, an' a bit of cocoa-nut, an' a girls 
thimble, an' a bit of sealing-wax, and my pocket-book, 
an' — an' a biggish nail, an' — an' a marble.' 

* Ah ! Anything more ? ' 

* Only crumbs/ said Jack, apologizing as it were. 
*Just hand me over the bit of cocoa-nut and the 

crumbs. Thank you ! Very delicious indeed they are ! 
You may keep the other things for the present. This 
way. Can you swim, by the bye ? ' 

* Not when I'm in the water.' 

* Oh ! Then when can you swim ? ' asked the barbel 
flippantly. 

'When I'm on the top of the water,* said Jack, 
smiling. ' Now, then, who's the stupid now ? ' 

'Neither of us,' said the barbel good - temperedly. 
' Catch hold of my left fin. Not my tail, boy ! Good 
gracious ! that's what I steer with. Away we go ! * 

And away they went. The carp lived some distance 
off, at the bottom of a deep, rushing pool, amid the 
piles of an old, long-disused landing-stage, A solitary, 
darksome place enough. 

' Mind,' said the barbel as they approached it, ' you're 
not to expect any frivolous kind of amusement down 
here ! ' 

' I won't,' said Jack, shivering. ' It's very interesting, 
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I daresay ; but are you sure I shall get home in time 
for tea ? It's nearly tea-time now, and we're to have 
fr'— 

This time, however, he didn't get even so far as 
' fried gudg — .* 

* Don't hesitate, pray ! ' said the barbel. ' You mustn't 
talk of fried gudgeons before a company of minnows, 
of course; but before me, what can it matter.^ S-sh 
— s-sh ! Here we are. There's the carp ; do you see 
him ? Did you ever see anything so grand ? ' 

Jack had to look twice before he saw him at all, 
the water rushed by so fiercely and yet so thickly. 
When he did see him, however, he thought that he 
looked fat and stupid. But there was a rapt expression 
of unfeigned admiration on the barbel's face, that warned 
him to keep his opinion to himself. 

* Good morning, gentlemen,' said the carp, speaking 
rather thickly and huskily, but with an air of the most 
absolute indifference. ' I measure two feet two inches 
three quarters and half a barley-corn round the waist, 
and am no less than three feet five inches long. My fins 
are six inches in length; and I weigh thirty-seven pounds. 
You will please observe the curious and remarkable 
scab which adheres to my scales, which is a sign of 
great antiquity. And you will admire the beautiful 
brass ring which I wear in my nose, and which was 
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placed there by order of His Britannic Majesty of revered 
memory, King Julius Caesar, Emperor of Putney, in the 
year 2. I was born in the year 25, and am totally 
blind of one eye. I drink no wine or spirits of any 
kind, and enjoy tolerably good health. I must have 
had a numerous family, but don't know where they are 
now, any of them ! and any little trifle you may be 
willing to bestow upon an old favourite of the public 
will be thankfully received, etc. etc' 

Here the carp stopped suddenly short, and relapsed 
into his former state of silence and stupidity. 

* He expects something,' whispered the barbel. 

* Will the bit of sealing-wax do ? or the farthing, or 
what ? ' 

* Can you spare him the nail too } and the thimble ? 
Nothing comes amiss. He has a very remarkable collec- 
tion of offerings, I can assure you ; and some day you 
may be glad to think that you had been enabled to 
add to it ! ' While this discussion was going on the carp 
had gone to sleep, but hearing voices he woke up again, 
and began — 

* Good morning, gentlemen ! I measure two feet two 
inches three quarters and a half barley * — 

'All right! Same party still!* said the barbel 
promptly. 
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'That's all I have about me just now/ said Jack, as 
he offered his miscellaneous collection of trifles. 

* Thank you kindly, gentlemen ; for I have a sick 
child and seven little hungry wives at home.' 

* Now let us go and get married to my perch ! — I 
mean me. We're not far from where she lives. Only 
you must remember not to speak about brown bread 
and butter before her. There's a horrible fate which 
may befall a perch. It's called — whisper, please — 
souchy ! ' 

* And then may I go home to my tea ? ' 

* You're a goose! Wasn't I just telling you not to 
mention brown bread and butter ! Ouf ! What a relief 
it is to get into the full of the stream again ! Can you 
imagine ansrthing prettier than those rushes to your left ? 
We're getting near to where my perch lives.' 

' Please '— 
•Well?' 

* Oh, I was only going to ask — is she any relation to 
gutta percha ? ' 

* Closely related,' said the barbel promptly, not 
wishing to appear ignorant. 

'Then she must be related to my goloshes too, 
mustn't she ? ' 

* I daresay she is,' said the barbel. * Of course I can't 
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be expected to know the name of every fish that's 
afloat ! ' 

'And the garden -hose? and the trellis -like door- 
mat, that feels as if you were walking on muffin and 
crumpet ? ' said ^ack excitedly. 

' Very likely ; they'll be a foreign branch of the 
family/ said the barbel carelessly. * I shouldn't men- 
tion them to her, though. There have been little 
differences between them of late.' 

Jack promised that he would be discreet. 

* How the water tickles and trickles down one's back ! 
and how fast we go ! ' said he, shuddering. 

' Yes ; there's a pretty tidy current running just here, 
between the piles of this old wooden bridge of ours. 
The wood they are made of is very old and valuable, 
I'm told. And it's so pleasant and convenient You 
can lie as snug as possible, in still water, on the down 
side of the piles ; or you can shift your quarters to the 
up side, and get the stream full in your face. It's a 
decidedly eligible spot to live in. — But here's the 
wedding-party already assembled. We're not a bit 
too early. You shall give the bride away, because 
you're a stranger! Only you'll have to come down 
handsomely in the way of presents in that case ! ' 

' But where's the wedding - cake ? ' cried Jack 
aghast. 
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'He couldn't come. He has the rheumatism in his 
fins.' 

Jack was beginning to explain that a wedding-cake 
wasn't a fish, when the sudden appearance of a fifteen- 
pound pike, with his mouth wide open, put the thought 
out of his head. 

* Glad to see you ! ' said the pike. * Take a gudgeon ? 
It's just the season. No } Not even a minnow } No ? 
So you are to give away the bride ! Where are your 
wedding presents, then ? What have you brought with 
you ? ' 

* Only a pocket-knife with two blades, and a gimlet, 
and a ' — 

* All right ! I know the kind of thing. An ancestor 
of mine swallowed one once. If youVe nothing else to 
ofTer, they must make that do.' 

It was a very confused wedding. The fish came in 
quantities. 

Plenty of hungry'pike, of course ; bright-eyed, sturdy- 
looking roach, in shoals ; slender dace ; brilliant scaly 
perch ; bream, chubb, and barbel in plenty. Nor were 
the small, silvery, elegantly-shaped minnows wanting 
(the pike were supposed to be on their best behaviour 
for that occasion) ; or the short, pert little sticklebacks ; 
and there were even a few spotted trout, who would 
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undoubtedly have been elegant additions to the society, 
had they not given themselves so many airs. 

And Jack was pushed about, here, there, and every- 
where ; and went rolling and tumbling about, in between 
the wooden piles of the bridge, in the swift-running 
water, till he became quite confused, and was really 
much astonished when the perch's mamma, a stumpy 
old lady, said, — 

'Now the wedding is over, let us each tell a story 
about something that has happened to us in days gone 
by. That will be a pleasant and an instructive way of 
passing the afternoon. Shall I begin, just to encourage 
the rest ? ' 

There was an enthusiastic splashing about of fins and 
tails ; the water was white with foani ; and the perch, 
much gratified, proceeded to tell her story. 

* Shall I tell you of my wonderful escape from death 
when young and nimble.? Your kind splashing says. 
Yes ; and gladly will I comply with your wishes. At 
the time I speak of, I don't believe I can have weighed 
more than a couple of ounces, so young and innocent 
was I ! One day, while taking my midday meal, I 
suddenly felt a most violent pain in my mouth, and the 
moment after I was jerked violently into the air ! A 
fearful monster seized roughly hold of me ; I experi- 
enced a second frightful wrench in my mouth ; and then 
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I was brutally thrown on to some dreadfully dry grass 
a few yards off, and left to myself. I need scarcely tell 
what was the fate that lay before me. The agony of 
body I endured was, however, scarcely to be compared 
to the agony of mind I suffered. Thus cruelly snatched 
from my beloved parents and little brothers and sisters, 
who were feeding with me at the time, I already saw 
before me, in my mind's eye, my loved ones writhing on 
the grass in torture also. My one thought was— escape ! 
Not escape for myself, but escape in order that I might 
be enabled to save my dear family from the awful fate 
with which I myself was now threatened. The monster 
was not watching me. He stood at a little distance 
from me, his back turned towards me ; and I thought if 
I could only get strength enough to jump, a series of 
small jumps in the right direction would bring me to 
the water's edge. Without reflecting further, I gathered 
myself together, and jumped. Alas ! too high. Down 
I fell almost in the same place, with a frightful thump, 
and totally exhausted ; and the fearful monster came 
rushing furiously at me, and picking me up with three 
or four horrible pink flippers with hard scales at the 
tips, threw me fiercely still farther away from the 
water's edge. I had not lost all courage, however. The 
moment his back was turned, I jumped again ; this 
time so gently, that I assure you I scarcely moved the 
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little dry weeds on which I lay. One jump, two 
jumps — oh, how fatiguing it was! — three jumps, four; 
when, horrible to relate, a dog, who I suppose had 
been set to watch me, came bounding and snorting and 
snapping towards me, with wide-open jaws and glaring 
eyes, and though he didn't touch me, lay down, his nose 
on his paws, within an inch of where I lay panting and 
dying. I must confess that here my heart failed me 
entirely. I gave myself up for lost, and bade, mentally, 
a long farewell to all I loved. My heart beat so that 
I could almost hear it ; my head throbbed almost to 
bursting ; a film grew over my eyes ; when all at once 
I heard a most mysterious buzzing, booming noise close 
to me, and almost at the same time a kind little voice 
saying in my ear, — 

' " You're not a flower, or a vegetable ; and you're not 
a stone, because you smell of something strong. But of 
what, I wonder ? Is it water and weeds ? Yes ; rushes, 
I think. How odd ! I never saw you before, and yet 
you look as if you might be of some use to something, 
somewhere. You're a dreadfully vague thing ! Do tell 
me who you are." 

' " Only a little dying fish," gasped I. " I know you 
well. I often see you hovering about those dear little 
blue flowers that grow close to the river's edge, down by 
the wooden bridge. You're a bee." 
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' *' Right ; I am. And you mean my forget-me-nots. 
Poor little fish ! Can I help you in any way ?'* 

* I explained what my plans for escape had been,— or 
rather, I was about to explain, when the bee, who was 
a remarkably intelligent creature, interrupted me. 

' " I see ! I understand. Ill settle the dog's business. 
Only, mind you always jump when he does. Watch 
your time, and keep a cool head." 

* The bee flew away without waiting to be thanked ; 
and very shortly I saw what her plan for my rescue was. 

*She settled first on the dog's ear; and he, being 
smooth-skinned, felt her tickle it. Round he turned 
upon her, with a growl and a snap. In the same 
moment up flew the bee, and I jumped — certainly a 
full quarter of a yard nearer the river than before, and 
then lay as still as possible. 

' Quick as lightning, before the dog had time to notice 
the widening of the space between himself and me, 
back came the bee, with a loud buzz and swoop, into 
his very eyes. 

' Up sprang the dog, growling and snapping angrily. 
Once more up flew the bee; and once more I 
jumped. 

'Back again, as quick as thought, came the bee, 
hovering directly over the dog's head. He knew that 
the next second she would blunder right into his very 
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eyes or nose or ears — couldn't see her yet — but started 
up again in a regular fury. 

'Away wafted the bee, meandering carelessly here 
and there. After her went the dog, grumbling and 
snapping. And jump, jump, jump went I. Oh ! 
if the bee would only keep drawing his attention 
away from me in that manner, I might yet be saved. 

* The bee now kept on philandering about in the grass, 
just a little beyond the dog's reach, — he never taking 
his eyes off her for a single instant. Each time she 
swooped suddenly down on to a tall red poppy, or a 
spray of fresh wild celery, he made a spring at her ; 
each time he sprang, I jumped ; and each time I 
jumped, I lessened the distance between me and the 
river. 

' Presently, when the bee had led the dog so far away 
that I couldn't see him at all as I lay, — ^when I was near 
enough to the edge of the river to see my beautiful 
sparkling water as it ran by me, — I gathered together 
my wits and my strength, and jump, jump, jump over 
the bank ; and plump — I fell into the soft mud in about 
an inch or so of water only ! 

* Down came the horrible monster who had first caught 
me, after me. Bounding at his heels came the terrible 
dog. But I wasn't going to be caught then ! Two or 
three desperate struggles, and I was off — off into deep 
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water, covered with mud and fainting with fatigue, but 
happily just in time to warn my family and my friends, 
and to save them from such a fearful fate as that which 
had so nearly overtaken me ! ' 

There was a great deal of flapping and slapping of 
tails and fins after this ; in the midst of which several 
voices were heard to say that there was a certain bright- 
eyed little roach who had, it was well known, a very 
agfreeable collection of stories at command, and who 
would no doubt kindly favour the company with one 
on this present most auspicious occasion. 

* It can't be me,* said a little roach, towards whom all 
eyes were now directed. ' I have certainly no hair- 
breadth escape to relate; but I can tell you about 
the poor young fellow that fell into a deep stream, 
because he would lean too far over the bank, to gather 
a wild flower for a young girl with whom he was 
walking. She had noticed the pretty little blossom 
the first, for, from where I was, I saw her stop and 
point; and he had smiled and nodded his head, and 
gone back to get it for her. 

*Ah me! I don't know why he didn't move or 
struggle ; but there was a great stone close against his 
forehead as he lay, and I suppose that had something 
to do with it ! 
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' I can tell you, too, of the two shrill screams of agony 
that I heard ; and of the second sudden ^lash, and the 
something white that came through the water like a 
flash between me and the sunlight ; and of the pretty 
creature, with long fair hair and clenched white hands, 
that whirled past me down the rapids as far as the 
waterfall, — poor, maddened thing ! — and over it. 

'And I can tell you, too, of the lovely smile that 
there was on his mouth ; and how the water rippled 
across his handsome young face^ and gently lifted the 
rings of dark hair from his white forehead ; and of the 
long hours that he lay there before they found him ; 
and of my g^ef when they did find him, and took him 
away from me for ever. For I had loved to look at 
him. He seemed so peaceful and happy as he lay 
there, with the little blue flowers still crushed in his 
hand. And I saw her too. I swam round by the 
back water; for I knew where I should find her, — at 
the bottom of the pool, just below all that leaping white 
foam ; and there, sure enough, she was ! 

* Oh, how full my heart was ! How I wished that 
they could have said only one little good-bye to each 
other. It was hard, very hard to lie there, with but a 
few yards only of careless, tearing, green water between 
them. It was very hard for her to die with that sudden 
load of regret and remorse at her heart, and not to see 
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that lovelysmile on his face, that said so plainly, "Don't 
be sorry, dear ; TU give you the little blue flowers when 
we meet by and by." And it was very hard that he 
could never know how recklessly she had thrown away 
her life for him, in her brave, mad, struggling effort to 
save him.* 

*For how much longer are you going to favour us 
with your cheerful reminiscences ? * said the pike, yawn- 
ing. ' If it had been me, I should have tried to have 
nibbled the leather off his boots. Leather-boot isn't 
at all a bad thing. But perhaps it may interest you 
to hear of the fish, an ancestor of mine, who swallowed 
a red and yellow cow, a maroon-coloured horse with 
only one ear, and a domestic cat as big as a large sow, 
all at one mouthful ! ' 

* Oh, oh ! come! ' cried everybody simultaneously. 

' Do you doubt my word ? ' cried the pike, dashing 
angrily into the very midst of them all. 

* Oh ! no, no ! ' cried everybody simultaneously. 

'He did more,' continued the pike; *he ate fowls 
that were as big as donkeys, and whole rows of trees 
with red trunks and pea-green foliage ; and a man and 
a woman that were as tall as the house they lived in ; 
and the house itself, that had a door too small to admit 
tli^e goose through it, — only the goose was the size of a 
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year-old calf ; and wooden palings that reached as far 
as the chimneys. And all these wonderful things came 
tumbling about his head one day, as he lay resting at 
the bottom of the stream.' 

* Why, why ! that's my little brother's box of farm- 
yard things that you're talking of. I dropt them over 
the side of a punt two days ago, 'cause the swans 
frightened me,' cried Jack. *Oh, you wicked, story- 
telling old pike ! you ate them up yourself! ' 

The pike made a rush at him. Away scampered the 
rest of the fish. Jack would perhaps have shared the 
fate of the red and yellow cow, eta etc, had not the 
barbel behaved with great presence of mind. He 
caught firm hold of him, and dragged him swiftly up 
the river. 

*ril save you, I'll save you,* whispered he; 'only 
you must faithfully promise you will never fish again.' 

* No, no ; indeed I won't,' stammered Jack. 

* You promise ? * 
' I promise.* 

' Then you are saved,' said the barbel solemnly. 

And so he was ; for though the pike seemed to be 
rapidly gaining on them, — although Jack could see out 
at the tip of his boots the wide-open jaws of the 
pursuing monster, and hear him mutter between his 
teeth, Til have you, I'll bite you,' — still, somehow or 
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Other he wasn't frightened ; and the longer he struggled 
forward, the warmer the water became. It was, in fact, 
getting quite snug and pleasant, and was beginning 
to make Jack feel quite drowsy. There was a faint, 
delicious smell of tea and toast, too ; and straight ahead 
there was the cheerful, encouraging flicker of a bright 
wood fire. 

Jack opened his eyes. He was in his own comfort- 
able little bed, and his mother was bending over him 
with a cup of tea in her hand. 

' Mother,* said he, ' IVe been with the fishes, and I've 
left them everything out of my jacket-pockets.' 

* That you certainly have, you little torment ! ' said 
she. ' Drink this, and try to keep warm and quiet.* 

*And I've promised faithfully I'll never go fishing 
again, mother.* 

'I'll take very good care you shall not,' cried his 
mother. 

But she smiled and kissed him, nevertheless, as she 
tucked him up warmly. 
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WHY THE ICEBERGS COME SO 
FAR SOUTH. 



ONCE upon a 
time, so many, 
many years ago 
that we must not 
stop to count 
them, a. little lad 
lay dying on the 
ice. Nothing 
earthly could 
save him ; not all 
the little long- 
eared fur caps, 
not all the 
thickly fur-lined 
;^ coats and leg- 
gings, not all the 
■m seal - skin 
waistcoats and 
gloves and stout boots in the world would have been 
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enough to keep out the intense cold that was around 
him. For the ice on which the little lad was lying 
was the ice of the wide, wide Arctic Ocean. 

Not that he suffered in any way. The drowsiness that 
had so suddenly overcome him, as he ran wildly, deli- 
riously to and fro, on the boundless dreary expanse 
of frozen sea, had given way to profound sleep ; and as 
he lay there quietly sleeping his life away, he dreamt, 
yet without pain or distress, of the brave little vessel, 
where, though the work was so much harder than he 
had thought it would be, yet the men were after 
all so much kinder to him than from their rough 
manners he had at first thought they might be, seeing 
that he was but a naughty little fellow who had run 
away from home to go to sea, and, being rather con- 
fused about things, was apt to be getting continually 
in somebody's way. Of the long, dreary voyage he 
dreamt, and of his own quick repentance, and of the 
good resolutions he formed. And of the storm that 
had come upon them so suddenly, and of the wrong 
course that the captain had taken. Of the first view 
of the glittering white and blue wall of ice, and of 
the gradual surrounding of their disabled, struggling 
little vessel by that same ice. Of the long, dreary 
MMji^nths of anxiety and dire forebodings, and of the 
TBible few days of lingering starvation from the cruel 
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cold and gnawing hunger. Of the gradual dying away 
of the little crew ; and of the final crash, when the 
courageous little vessel cracked together in every part 
of her like a mere empty walnut-shell, and the few 
survivors, roused from their apathy, rushed out madly 
on to the ice away from her, foodless and hopeless, 
to meet a certain death farther on. Of the great white 
shroud that awaited them all ! 

And after these, came the sweet recollections of the 
happy hut-like home, in the fir forests of dear Norway, 
that he had been so eager to leave! Once again he 
felt the tender kisses of his mammy warm on his cheek, 
and heard the pleasant, grave words of his father. Once 
again he saw the dimpled rosy face of his little sister 
Frolich, and the mischievous smile and eyes of his 
little brother Christian. Once again he fell into their 
arms one by one, and sobbed out his promise — never, 
never to leave them again. 

Yes ; God was being very good to the white-faced 
little human being that lay there alone and dying, 
with not one fellow-creature within countless hundreds 
of miles of him. His last thoughts were sweet ones ! 

' Good night, foolish little boy — good night ! ' said the 
blue water, slap-slapping against the knife-like edges 
of the cold, cruel bed on which he lay. 

' Good night ! * shrilly cried the wild white snow-bird, 
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as she swooped down to look at the curious sight, and, 
making nothing of it, rose into the air again, skurling 
and whirling. 

* Good night, little forlorn boy ! * sighed the wind as 
it swept, sadly whistling and moaning, over the jagged 
surface of ice and water ; for the wind visits the whole of 
the globe, and knows everything, ' I shall tell the fir- 
trees in Norway that I saw you, and they will whisper- 
whisper it* to each other, until it reaches your mother's 
ears. She will think it sounds sad, and will think of 
you directly. But she won't quite understand them. 
That's all I can do for you, little Erik ! ' 

And Erik was silent So the wind went on its lonely 
way. 

* Hallo ! * said a pert young seal, popping its head 
out of the water, and resting its two flippers on the 
edge of the ice. ' What's this ? * 

The mamma seal popped her head out of the 
water too. 

' Gracious, child ! come away ! ' cried she. * It's a 
man!' 

It was only a boy, but the old seal knew no better. 

'I don't think it looks dangerous,* said the young 
sea] kindly. 

But all that could be seen of the old seal now was 
the tip of her nose. 
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* Will you come away, or not ? ' cried she anxiously. 
* Presently, before you know where you are, it will 
poke at you with its sting ;* and that's no joke, I can 
tell you. I had one in me once, and lots of seals 
get killed by it' 

'But this thing looks quite dead. TU go and feel 
it,' persisted the wayward young seal ; and then, 
with all the foolhardiness and rashness of its age, 
it actually scrambled on to the ice, and went calmly 
flop-flopping towards its enemy. 

This was too much for the mother seal. 

That child would certainly be the death of her one 
of these days ; yet how could she abandon the tire- 
some young scatterbrain to his fate? So she too 
scrambled on to the ice, and flop-flopped after her 
disobedient son. 

But she need not have feared. The human being 
never moved. His eyes were shut. He let them 
push him, and smell him, and even suffered the young 
seal to pass a wet flipper once or twice over his face, 
without so much as winking an eyelid. 

As a last experiment, the old seal herself ventured 
to bite one of his fur-covered hands. The bite went 
right through the glove. The seal was obliged to 

* The old seal must have been thinking of a harpoon. 
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swallow a mouthful of loose fur ; but little Erik never 
stirred. 

'What shall we do with him?* whispered the young 
seal. 

* Leave him here, of course ! * 

'Oh, but he is so pretty! I wish the old ice-king 
and the little princess could see him. She says she 
once saw some human beings/ sighed the young seal 

' Child/ said the old seal suddenly, ' that's a capital 
idea of yours. Now I will forgive you for all your 
various little naughtinesses of to-day — only you are 
never to do it again, mind ! Come at once, and help 
me to push this piece of ice as far as the palace ; 
and let us make haste, for it's getting late.' 

And so little Erik was taken to the ice-king's 
palace — a good many miles farther north than man 
had ever been before, or is ever likely to go again, 
seeing, to be precise, that it stood within an easy 
afternoon's walk of the North Pole. 

Had Erik been conscious, he must have been 
profoundly impressed with the splendour of this 
northern monarch's dwelling-place. So vast, indeed, 
it was, that its huge walls and turrets, columns, 
towers, archways, and courts seemed to extend for 
miles and miles before one. And what would 
surely strike the most careless observer with aston- 
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ishment was, that all styles of architecture were to 
be found there side by side ; from the most severe 
of severely beautiful Doric columns to the' most 
fantastical of Moorish towers — all were there, yet all 
were harmonious. 

The old king and the princess were delighted with 
the curious present brought to them by the seals. 
They thanked them warmly, — as warmly, that is, as 
their temperaments would admit, — and dismissed them 
a few miles farther south, where there were narrow 
streaks of water here and there for them to swim 
about in, and great air-holes in the ice, through 
which they could dive down and come up again as 
often as they pleased. For where the ice-king lived 
there was no water at all. Everything save the sky 
above them, even the splendid palace itself, was 
one vast unequal mass of glittering, many - coloured 
ice. 

How glad they were of this little change in the 
doings and amusements of the day, any one who has 
ever tried to sit patiently on an enormous iceberg for 
month after month and year after year, during a long 
and uneventful life, will readily understand. And yet, 
monotonous as must have been the royal existence, 
neither the ice-king or his daughter wished it other- 
wise. For when the sun shone, oh, what a glorious 
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sight it was ! How little likely was it that they could 
ever tire of looking at such a brilliant scene ! 

And though they had no subjects, friends, or favourites 
fashioned like their own selves, as other monarchs had, 
nevertheless what a huge devoted army of faithful 
servants had they, in the lai^e white polar bears, that 
shuffled incessantly to and fro before them ; and the great 
fierce-tusked walruses, that came to lay themselves so 
humbly down at their very feet ; and the sad-eyed seals, 
that laid their smooth heads so tenderly in the young 
princess' lap. 

Oh, it was all very pleasant indeed, if it did lack 
variety. But, now that this strange young being had 
been given to them, their cup of happiness was full. 

The first thing to be done was, of course, to put a 
little life into him — to rouse him and to warm him. 
And to do this it was only necessary to hold him 
tightly to their pitying hearts, for nothing is warmer 
than that. 

It is true, too, that the princess was somewhat of a 
fairy, having had a fairy for her godmother ; and that, 
with the aid of a few magic words, which she traced on 
the ice with part of a whale's tooth, and then rubbed 
quickly out again before she could count three times 
three backwards, she managed to restore consciousness 
to the half-frozen Erik. 
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And he opened his eyes. 

What he saw before him were two filmy creatures, 
both wonderfully alike ; only, one was old and had a 
white beard, not of hair but of icicles, and the otiier 
was young and had no beard at all. But both had 
strangely white, glittering faces, and shadowy limbs, 
and long floating hair, which did not look like hair, 
but like a little cloud of grey mist frozen into whiteness 
and solidity. 

But Erik, because of the spell that had been wrought 
upon him, saw nothing strange in all this, and knew 
no misgiving. He smiled at them, well pleased to be 
awake again ; and when the ice-princess held out her 
white arms to him, saying, — 

* Will you stay with us always, little human being ? 
Will you stay with us always ? ' — 

He ran straight into them, and kissed her as gladly 
and fearlessly as though she had been little Frolich at 
home in her fir forest, and cried out, — 

' Yes, indeed I will ! I will stay with you always if 
you will let me.' 

Ten long years soon passed away. How long they 
had been for Erik's weeping mother, she herself, and 
Heaven, that knows all things, knew well. But for 
Erik they had been as mere dreams in the night 
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Meanwhile he had grown to manhood, the ice-prin- 
cess to womanhood; and the old king, after joining 
their hands together and giving them his blessing, had 
been well content to melt gradually away to nothing, 
and to be known in his beloved ice-kingdom no more. 

The ice-princess and the Norwegfian Erik grieved 
bitterly indeed for their father ; and it was some time 
before the thought of marriage— even while according, 
as it did, with his last wishes — was suffered to dwell in 
their hearts and minds. 

Time, however, stopped at last the rapid flow of tiny 
ice-drops that rolled from their young eyes; and the 
date of the marriage festivities being agreed on, pre- 
parations for the event were at once begun, and rapidly 
carried forward. 

No less than eight hundred bears, twelve hundred 
walruses, and an innumerable number of seals came 
northwards to offer their services, and to assist at the 
wedding. 

A committee of bears was formed, and the youngest 
and nimblest among them was deputed to run up the 
North Pole and fetch down the Polar Star, in order 
that the walruses might give it a good rubbing and 
burnishing with their ivory tusks. 

This being done, and the Polar Star carefully put 
back again, then came the turns of all the other stars, 
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such as were within easy reach, — that is, twenty-three 
others, belonging to the group called the * Little Bear;' 
no less than eighty - seven belonging to the ' Great 
Bear ; ' besides the lovely set of twenty-one gems that 
form the ' Northern Crown/ 

Oh, there was plenty to do. And the young bear 
was kept scrambling up and down the North Pole — 
taking out the stars, numbering the holes, and putting 
back the cleaned ones in their proper places — until his 
four stumpy legs positively ached with fatigue. 

The Aurora Borealis, too, was given due notice ; 
and as she immediately began to practise, flashing in 
and out all over the sky at the rate of at least thirty or 
forty times in the hour, it seemed likely that on the 
score of illuminations nothing would be wanting. 

To the seals was given the task of rubbing down and 
cleaning the whole palace. And the way in which they 
did it was to flop, and dab, and drag themselves along 
on their chests continuously, over the surface they 
wished to polish, till it shone and glittered like new 
diamonds. A less fatiguing mode of polishing than 
this might perhaps be discovered, but not a more 
effectual one ; and that, after all, was the principal 
thing. 

Erik was in high spirits. He ran from walrus to 
bear, and from bear to seal, and back again from seal 
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to walms^ diicctiiig and encooragiiig the workers with 
CTcr-iiicreasii^ mterest and enefgy. Everybody was 
so hosy^ in fact, that they had not noticed that the 
yom^ princess had crept away firom the noise and 
bustle, and sat sflent and sad, apart firom them alL Not 
even Erik himsdf noticed her absence, until she called 
to him in the sweet voice that was so dear to him, and 
said, — 

* Erik, if yoa are not too busy, I should be glad of a 
few minutes' serious conversation with jrou.' 

Erik only smiled without answering, and seated him- 
self by ho* side. 

* You have perhaps thought me odd, and changed in 
my manna* towards you of lat^ Erik. That could 
never be. Nothing will ever change me. The cause of 
my depression, and I have suffered from that more than 
I have let you know, Erik, is this. Two paths lie before 
me. The one I might tread hand in hand with your- 
self ; the other bids fair to'be but a lonely one. And 
yet the lonely is the one I ought to take. You are not 
unaware that I am the last solitary descendant of a 
long and numerous race of ice-kings. I feel that the 
struggle which is going on in my breast is unworthy 
the daughter of such illustrious ancestors, and I will 
hesitate no longer. I have resolved, therefore, to 
sacrifice my affection for you, my earliest and only 
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companion, strong and unwavering as it is, to your 
own welfare, and to my own unswerving sense of justice. 
You shall know what I know. I have resolved to break 
the spell that has already too long, alas! bound your 
mind and heart to me. I am resolved to tell you who 
you really are, and to leave you then to decide for 
yourself upon your future life. Your first word of 
regret will be my doom. Recollect that. It is for me 
to be just towards you, and for you to be pitiful towards 
me.' 

'Dear princess,' said Erik affectionately, as he bent 
the knee, and kissed her cold white hand, 'I have 
already some hazy notions as to what my nationality 
may be. The venerable seal, who says she found me 
lying on the ice, opines from the cut of my boots and 
leggings that I may possibly be a child of the far south, 
where there is only ice for about six months in the year, 
and where there are actually no seals or white bears of 
any kind. That such a spot exists in this world seems 
hard to believe * — 

* Erik,' interrupted the princess, ' the old seal is doubt- 
less of noble family. Part of her great-grandmother 
became part of a royal princess' muff, and in conse- 
quence, her family are entitled to wear a fish-bone 
through their nose. She has most likely seen a great 
many vessels of different nations, and the sailors belo 
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ing to them, during her lifetime, and may be wise 
concerning their usual way of apparelling themselves. 
But she will do but little for you, with her suppositions, 
beyond mentioning the mere name of a place, which 
has at present no signification in your ears. Before 
your arrival, when I was very young indeed, I travelled 
all over the world with my fairy godmother in the shape 
of a bird, and I have seen most places and know most 
things. She lives no longer, and the penalty of my 
return to earth and water now would be death. Still, 
I can recall to you scenes which you might like to 
remember, if only you ' — 

'Dearest princess,' said Erik, venturing himself to 
interrupt her; 'dearest princess, beyond the mere 
supposition, as you say, that I am not ice-bom, as your- 
self, I know and care nothing. I have the assurance of 
your fond and faithful affection, and in that knowledge 
I am happy. Why should you seek to awaken 
memories so evidently distressing to yourself, and that 
are so completely indifferent to me ?' 

'Then,' said the princess firmly, *you do not care 
to go back to your green fields, and your budding 
flowers, and your summer acres of waving yellow corn ? 
You do not yearn to see your own fir forests again, and 
the little brother and sister, perhaps, sitting threading 
the green cones together beneath them ? Your eyes 
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don't weary, then, for the sight of the great free fjords, 
or for the deep, green, silent pools inland ? Your ears 
do not yearn for the sound of the rushing rivers, or the 
tumbling white waterfalls dashing from rock to rock ? 
You don't long to see the silver salmon again, leaping 
in the bright blue moonlight ? or the soft ptarmigan 
flitting homewards in the long twilight? You don't 
care for the bright red light, then, in the windows ? for 
the dear old mother's smiling face in the doorway ? or 
for the old father's hearty words of welcome, " Come 
in, lads ; come in out of the cold " ? Tell me, Erik, do 
you not care for all these things ? ' 

'I don't know what you mean,' said Erik, looking 
full at her with wide-open, astonished eyes. Thefi 
after a few moments* silence, — ' And yet,' continued he. 
wonderingly, *it seems as if I had heard all that 
before.' 

* Nay,' said the princess very sadly, ' you have known 
it all. It lies frozen into your brain, Erik, and I am 
now about to make it spring fresh and green to life 
again.' 

So saying, she raised one white arm. 

* Stop ! * cried Erik ; ' stop, dear princess ! I know 
enough ; I wish to hear nothing further. I don't re- 
member the things you speak of, nor do I wish to do 
so. Let us forget this conversation for ever.* 
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* No, no ! ' cried the princess ; * I love you too well to 
deceive you. It is you who shall decide.' 

Silent and awestruck Erik stood before her, while she, 
raising her arm, made a few rapid movements over his 
head, uttering the while in clear, loud tones the name of 
the star above them. 

* Ras Alhagus ! Ras Alhagus ! Ras Alhagus ! ' 
There was a deep silence, broken only by Erik's 

uncontrollable sobs, and the distant sound of the busy, 
moving animals. 

'What do you remember now, Erik?' asked the 
princess presently. 

But Erik fell on his knees, and bowed his head in his 
hands, still sobbing. The rush of memory so long held 
in check was too sudden, too violent for words. He 
could only think, and regret, and weep. He laid his 
head prostrate on the hard ice, and a terrible agony of 
yearning took strong hold of him. And his love for the 
ice-princess waxed less and less, as the thoughts of all 
the dear ones he had left for so long grew stronger and 
stronger. 

Everything came back to him as though he were a 
little lad of ten years old again, in that one brief, bitter 
moment The hut-like home ; the fir-trees ; the old 
mother milking the goats at eventide ; Frolich dipping 

r fat forefinger into the seething pailful ; the old father 
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smoking his great black pipe in the doorway; little 
chubby Christian's shout of delight, * Here's Erik ! here's 
Erik at last!* And with that thought Erik found 
breath at length, and words, and started to his feet, 
crying bitterly, — 

' Oh, what am I doing here ? what am I doing here ? * 

Scarcely, however, had the words passed his lips, 
when he pressed his hands to his eyes as if to assure 
himself that he yet had eyes to see with, and looked 
around him in sudden horror and dismay. 

The ice-princess was gone ! 

The sound of the busy moving animals shuffling to 
and fro on the ice had ceased. They were no longer 
there. The Aurora Borealis no longer illumined the 
sky. The splendid palace with its marvellous towers 
and columns and gateways had melted away, and for 
miles and miles around him the ice lay silent, white, 
and desolate. 

Once more Erik felt that terrible cold that paralyzes 
limb and will together. Once more the horrible dread 
of dying alone, forgotten and unsearched for, in that 
awful man-deserted waste, laid strong hold of his heart. 
Once more, trembling and despairing, he fell on his 
knees with an agonized cry to Heaven for help and 
comfort. Once more, the words half said, he fell back 
overpowered and senseless. 
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The affection of the generous ice-princess, however, 
survived even the bitter and outspoken regrets that 
Erik had not been able to keep back. He was not 
left to die where he fell. He was by her orders con- 
veyed with marvellous rapidity by an innumerable 
number of seals as far south as was necessary, in 
order that he might be seen by one of the whaling 
boats which were known to be in those seas at that 
time. 

And in fact so it happened. Erik's recumbent form 
was soon discerned from the top of a whaling boat 
mast, and a little boat was sent to pick up what might 
after all only prove to be a frozen man. The captain 
of the whaler was, however, repaid for his humanity ; 
for to the satisfaction of saving a human life was added 
the satisfaction of securing a large number of the finest 
seals he had ever remembered meeting with, a great 
many of the devoted creatures preferring to die rather 
than to abandon the unconsci6us form of their some- 
time well-loved master. 

In consideration of the luck he had brought them, 
Erik was very well received on board, and carefully 
nursed by some rather rough hands during a long and 
terrible illness, which lasted during the whole voyage 
home, and during which he certainly talked enough 
delirious nonsense about ice kings and queens, and 
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North Poles, to frighten the most sceptical mariner out 
of his seven senses. 

He reached home, however, at last, a weary shadow 
of his former self. And he saw his mother and his 
father twelve years older in years, and twenty-four 
years older in sorrow and suffering ; and he knew that 
it was the burning tears they had shed for his desertion 
of them, and his misconduct, that had furrowed the 
deep wrinkles on their cheeks. 

He saw Frolich, — not fat, rosy Frolich, that threw 
herself so gladly always into his arms, and held her 
chubby face up to his to be kissed ; but a tall, slender, 
graceful Frolich, with demure ways, and already be- 
trothed to a neighbour's son, and much wrapped up in 
her new family, — a Frolich that felt and looked a little 
strange with the long-lost brother she knew so little of. 

And Christian, too. Ah! Christian, thank God, — 
though he was tall and broad, and boastful concern- 
ing his prowess with gun and fishing-rod, — had littlfe 
Christian's mischievous, merry face still, and his heart ! 
The bare name of * brother * was a charm to both, and 
they hugged each other with a will. With both boys 
it was a life to begin afresh. With Frolich it was a 
different life, away from both. With the mother and 
father it was a sorrow to look back to, and disappoint- 
ment, as well as an exceeding thankfulness. 
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And when they were all seated round the fire at 
night, and the cuckoo-clock struck seven, how they all 
laughed when Erik turned to Christian, — * Come, little 
brother,' said he, smiling; 'shall Erik carry you up to 
bed?' 

Yes, there were many joys. But there were abiding 
sorrows also. 

When they had all told him the stories of those ten 
or twelve years over and over again, — for he was never 
tired of hearing of the things they had done during 
his absence, year by year, month .by month, ah ! and if 
that could be, day by day, — when for the hundredth 
time he would begin to tell them his own strange 
story about the ice-princess, and all the marvels of the 
North Pole, and would presently see his mother bow 
her head to hide the sudden rush of tears, and Frolich's 
half-startled, half-puzzled face, and the quick-exchanged 
look of pain between Christian and his father, — oh, 
believe me, it was agony to him to know that either 
they did not believe him, or that they thought that his 
long illness had injured his brain, and that his story 
was the story of a madman ! 

True, the captain of the whaler had told them where 
he found him — in the North Seas, sure enough ! But 
how did that argue that he went there ten years ago or 

ore in the ill-fated Pride of Stockholm ? How could 
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they believe that ? So between Erik and his dearest 
ones there lay for ever afterwards the shadow that hung 
over those unaccounted-for years of his life. Well might 
he at times doubt his own reason ; well might he cry 
out bitterly and remorsefully, — 

* Would that I had never left you all ! * 

One word about the ice-princess. 

She could no longer stay at the North Pole, where 
every little drooping icicle, every little twinkling star, 
reminded her of Erik. Heartbroken and despairing, 
she took the form of an iceberg, and floated away from 
her kingdom recklessly southwards, entirely careless of 
the fate that might await her. 

She wandered farther, much farther, than Erik's 
northern home lay. Had his eyes been turned sea- 
wards, they might unconsciously have rested on her, as 
she floated, many, many miles from the shore, past the 
white sea-coast line, and the tall green pines of his own 
country home, silent and glittering. She scarcely knew 
where she was, or where she was going. 

Erik seemed gone away from her, so far, so far, that 
she herself could not go far enough to find him, and to 
murmur one last ' good-bye * to him. Farther south still, 
into the broad, warm waters of the Atlantic Ocean, — 
farther than iceberg had ever been seen before, — with- 
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out so much as one murmured r^ret for her own ice- 
kingdom. 

And the ice-kingdom waited in vain for its princess. 

Year after year, at the same time, the faithful icebergs 
come down southwards in shoals to find her, and to 
bring her back to her glorious free home again. Like 
her, they make their way farther and farther southwards, 
undaunted and still hopeful, until, like her, hope and 
themselves grow less and less t<^ether. And none of 
them have ever found their princess, though it is so 
many countless years since they first began to search 
for her. And none of them ever go back to their 
northern home again. 

That is why one sees so many icebergs so far south. 
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RULI'S SACRIFICE. 



THE general 
opinion was, that 
the old countess 
was nothing more 
or~ less than a 
wicked old fairy. 
And indeed it 
must be confessed 
that there were 
some grounds for 
the supposition. 
She lived on the 
top of a high 
hill, in an old 
grey stone castle 
that had a win- 
dow for every 
day of the yea r 
in it, which windows looked down like so many watd^^^ 

1G9 V^ 




I70 STARLIGHT STORIES. 

ful eyes on the straggling little village that cowered 
down in the valley beneath them. She had absolute 
authority over the poor creatures who lived there, and 
certainly, as far as the things of this world could go, 
her power for good or for evil among them was no 
less than a fairy's might have been. For they were 
simple, easily-contented souls enough, and the only 
things they might have asked of a good fairy were 
simple too ; perhaps a little seed for sowing, a young 
goat to replace the old one that was just dead, a few 
extra loaves of bread and a little good wine in times 
of sickness, or a little help with their farms and their 
roads and their children's education, and a little pro- 
tection from the constant floods in winter and droughts 
in summer. Such things as these the old countess 
could have bestowed on them as easily, and at as little 
cost to herself, as any good fairy could have done. 
For there was not a house, or a rood of land, or a 
bird, or a beast, — no, there was not even a single tree 
for miles and miles around her castle, that did not 
belong to her, and her alone. 

What wonder, then, when she withheld from the 
poor and the afflicted the mite they asked her for 
from out of her vast store of wealth, that they 
refused to believe that a heart so uncharitable as 
hers could possibly dwell in a human breast, and 
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thought her what they called her, — Mah'gna, the malir 
cious one ! 

There were other lesser things, too, in which she re- 
sembled the wicked fairies. She was hideously ugly. 
She wore a high-peaked hat, and she carried a crooked 
stick in her hand. When she rode through the village 
she sat sideways on a coal-black horse, with a flaunt- 
ing tail, snorting nostrils, and fiery red eyes. 

It was her custom to stop at each little dwelling 
and call out the people of the house, who would come 
out trembling and frightened to learn her pleasure ; 
and sometimes her pleasure would consist in ordering 
them not to pick up for the future the loose bits of 
brushwood that might be lying about the roads and 
by the hedges, but to come to the castle gate and 
honestly buy of her steward what they required for 
firewood ; or she might go the round of the small farms, 
levying contributions of eggs and poultry from the 
farmers* wives, lopping off a corner of land here, and 
adding a little rent on there. No one had anything to 
say against anything she did, for if they did not like 
it they were welcome to go. Only where were they 
to go to.? And after these visits she would give her 
coal-black horse a thwack with her crooked stick, and 
off she would go, chuckling to herself at the terror of 
the little children, and the anxious faces of the eld 
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More than that — no one had ever been allowed to see 
the inside of the castle. More than that still — no one 
wanted to see it ! 

Each one was quite content to believe all the evil 
that was said about the old countess and her home, 
and perhaps he might even add a little of his own 
imaginings to swell the account ; and certainly, though 
there may have been somewhat of natural curiosity 
here and there as to what mysteries and horrors the 
grim old castle really did conceal within its moss- 
grown walls, there was undoubtedly far more of whole- 
some dread as to what its possible dangers might be; 
and the great iron gateway at the brow of the hill, 
which was as far as the village people were allowed 
to go, was every bit as far as they cared to go. 

Towards the close of one long winter, things were 
in as gloomy a state as they could well be. Every 
year the half or more of the little valley was under 
water for some weeks. But this year the floods had 
been more extended, had lasted longer, and had been 
far more destructive than ever. 

The old countess might easily have prevented this. 
For a certain sum of money, the absence of which 
would never have been perceived in her great canvas 
bag^s full of shining golden pieces, she might have kept 
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all that scattered water in proper bounds. Reservoirs, 
canals, and locks might have been constructed, which 
would not only have prevented the poor people from 
having too much water in the winter, but would have 
prevented also the possibility of their having too little 
water in the summer. But when this fact was repre- 
sented to her, she would simply shrug her shoulders, 
and ask, *Is it my fault that all the water comes at 
once ? * 

Spring was at hand, but there was no spring in their 
hearts. The waters had gone at last, but, alas ! they 
had taken with them their stores of seed and wheat, 
and most of their cattle, little as the number was. 
Their houses were ruined. Their gardens, their fields, 
and their orchards were all beaten down and destroyed. 
Their cupboards were empty. Their cellars were 
drenched. Their little savings were going fast; and 
Maligna still galloped round on her coal-black horse, 
collecting rents when she could get them, levying 
contributions, scolding, grumbling, and threatening all 
in a breath. In this great strait, as they could get no 
help from those who were so well able to help them, 
they were obliged to seek it at the hands of those who 
were but little able to help them. But these last were 
so willing, that their good-will doubled and trebled the 
value of what they gave. 
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It is quite time to speak of little Ruli and her mother. 
They had not suffered quite so much as the rest — 
perhaps because they had so very little to lose. How- 
ever, their one little field lay higher than those of their 
neighbours, and though the waters had taken their goat, 
they had spared the kid, and their few fowls were safe 
too. So that, little as they had, it was still more than 
they had expected to keep, and their hearts were very 
grateful. Of what was left them, then, with open heart 
and hand, with one or two kindly words of comfort and 
encouragement, so sorely needed, they gave, cheerfully 
and willingly, although they were forced to stint them- 
selves of much in order to do it. That is to say, Ruli's 
mother was. For the child herself knew no diminution 
in her daily bowls of goat*s milk, and her thick slices 
of rough black bread. But Ruli, though such a little 
creature, had a thinking mind beyond her years, and a 
very loving heart ; and as often as not, her little break- 
fast would be shared with the desolate little dogs, cats, 
and birds that could find but little food for their gaping, 
hungry mouths, seeing that the masters who had fed 
them in better days had now but very little food to put 
into their own gaping, hungry mouths. Ruli, however, 
made but very little difference in her tender little 
heart between human beings and mere animals. Their 
unspoken wants were precious to her as her own. 
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And in this Ruli was but Heaven's humble little 
instrument. 

Besides the help which each one gave to the other in 
food and clothes, there was the little money-box at 
church, in which the better-off — ^those who had had 
dinner that day, and were sure of it for at least the 
morrow — dropped their copper coins for the general 
benefit of the starving homeless ones. Every one who 
could spare something gave it, and many gave it who 
could but very ill spare it. The men gave their tobacco 
and their drink-money, and the women their long- 
hoarded savings that had been destined to buy a new 
gown or shawl. Ruli*s mother had given her silver 
earrings, that her dead husband had given her on their 
wedding-day. But Ruli herself had nothing to give. 
This grieved her sorely. And she had begged hard 
to be allowed to stuff her little red woollen comforter 
into the money-box. She would gladly have taken 
off her feet her only pair of well-patched leather shoes, 
and her only worsted hood, to give away to those who 
had nothing half so comfortable. But her mother 
had said, — 

'No, Ruli! that would not be your gift, but mine. 
For I could not let my little one suffer the cold while 
I was warm myself, and I should have to part with my 
warm things to get you new smaller ones. A t 
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sacrifice^ Ruli, means something of which we deprive 
ourselves, and our own selves only, for the good of 
others. You have nothing of your very own yet. 
Wait till you are a little older ! Meanwhile my Ruli 
feeds the hungry robins. Be content with that. As 
are our means, so Heaven sees our gifts.* 

But Ruli's heart was much larger than her means, 
and she could not be content. So, though she gave 
up all thoughts of stripping her little body for the sake 
of the poor clotheless children, still she pondered^with 
solemn, wide-open eyes as to what she could really 
deprive herself of, so that her gift might be a real 
sacrifice and not a pretence. For her mother's words 
had sunk deeply into her heart 

One day Ruli, clad like a second Little Red Riding- 
hood in her red cloak, had been sent by her mother 
to a cottage a little way up on the hills, and about half- 
way to where the little church stood, with a loaf of 
bread and a bowl of good soup for a sick neighbour ; 
and, like Little Red Riding Hood, she met a wolf! 
Only the wolf had only two high-heeled legs, and 
a tall hat, and a crooked stick in her hand, and was 
mounted on a coal-black horse, which she reined in 
when she met Ruli. 

* Whither away, little girl ? ' said Maligna, showing all 
her irregular teeth in a frightful smile, fully expecting 
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that the little girl would drop her basket and take to 
her two fat little legs in abject terror, as all the other 
children did. 

But RuH's mother had suffered but very little idle 
gossipping to reach her child's tender ears. Ruli knew 
nothing more of Maligna than that she was their lady, 
and she was not afraid, as were the other children. She 
dropped a little unsteady curtsey, and told Maligna 
where she was going. 

' And what is your name ? ' 

' rm Ruli/ 

* And where do you live ? ' 

* There,' said Ruli, extending one fat arm, and point- 
ing vaguely to the whole village. 

* Ah ! Is it a nice place ? * 

'Oh, it's a very nice place,' said well-satisfied Ruli 
earnestly. 

* You're wrong. It's a hole ! And tell me, to whom 
do you belong ? ' 

' To mother.* 

* What's her name ? ' 

' Ruli too— old Ruli ! ' 

* Very well. I've no objection for the present. And 
now, you fat little frump, you are coming for a ride with 
me on my nice black horse. Jump up ! ' 

* No, thank you,' said Ruli ; ' I haven't the time.' ^flp 

w 
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* Hoity-toity ! But I say you shall ! And if you 
don't come and jump up behind me this very minute, 
I shall jump down and pop you into my pocket, and 
have you stewed, when I get home, with tenpenny 
nails and oyster shells, and eat you up for my supper.' 

* Ha, ha, ha ! ' laughed Ruli frankly and loudly. 
Maligna stared at her twinkling face full of fun. 

' But I mean it ! * said Maligna, gnashing her teeth 
together. ' Don't you know me ? I live in the grey 
castle up yonder, and they call me the wicked old 
fairy! Til wicked-fairy them! Now come, jump 
up, and ril take you to see the saucepan I mean to 
have you stewed in.* 

Ruli's dimpled face grew serious at this continued 
pleasantry, and she shrank back a little. 

* I must go first where I was told,' said she, shaking 
her head. 

' No, no ! ' cried Maligna. ' I'm quite longing for nice, 
hot, stewed little girl. You must come with me at 
once.' 

' No, no ! * cried Ruli. 

' You won't, you obstinate fat lump } ' cried Maligna. 
'Then I must make you!' And with that she scrambled 
off her horse, and came hobbling after half-alarmed, 
half-amused Ruli — only her hobbling was as rapid as 
any one else's running. 
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Ruli had no time for flight. Maligna had just 
stretched out her strong bony hand to grasp the tender 
little arm, when she caught her foot in a stone, and 
down she came with a crash, striking her head 
violently against a stone, and lay unconscious at Ruli's 
feet. 

Ruli might easily have run away then, and indeed 
that was her first thought ; but her second, and best, 
was to stay and see if she could be of any use to the 
stricken old lady, who had such disagreeable notions 
of fun. 

The children of very poor people learn early the 
meaning of 'having one*s wits about one;* and Ruli 
knelt down beside Maligna and tried her best, though 
her experience was but slight, and her little attentions 
more kindly meant than efficacious. It was, however, 
such a very extraordinary circumstance in Maligna's 
life to see, when she opened her eyes with a groan, a 
little child's fearless blue eyes looking fixedly at her, 
and to feel two soft, fat hands smoothing back the hair 
from her bruised temples, and to hear a kind little voice 
saying, ' Get up now, get up now — be better in another 
minute ! * that it had just the same rousing effect on 
her that salts, or burnt feathers, or cold water might 
have had. 

* Well, you are an extraordinary baby ! * said she^ 
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sitting up. * IVe a good mind not to worry you any 
more.' 

But Ruli continued her kindly offices until Maligna 
gave her a little sudden push. ' Come, off you go ! 
Take up your basket and vanish, or perhaps I shall 
change my mind and begin to feel hungry again.* 

Ruli did not wait to be told three times. The sacred 
rites of charity being accomplished, she took to her 
little heels and was out of sight in a moment. 

Maligna, however, when she had risen from the 
ground and had called her coal-black horse to her 
(which, by the bye, was, for a wicked fairy's horse, 
nibbling full peacefully at the short sweet grass that 
grew by the roadside), found that her old back ached, 
and her head swam, and her temples throbbed, and in 
fact her whole body trembled, far more than was 
agreeable. It was impossible for her to put her 
foot into the long loop of strong leather that hung 
down by the side of the horse, and give that one 
vigorous sudden spring into the saddle that so much 
amazed the country-folk. All she could do at 
first was to sit and rest herself until she felt strong 
enough to lead her horse up the hill towards the 
church and the castle, in the hope of meeting some 
passers-by, and obtaining assistance from them. 
The thought was intolerable. To ask assistance of any 



RULI'S SACRIFICE. l8l 

one, to be forced to confess to the slightest weakness 
of mind or body, was as sharply painful to her as run- 
ning a needle down one's finger-nail is to any one else ! 
And perhaps, for all that she suffered such intense pain 
in her bruised head and limbs, she was glad to find that 
she did not chance to meet one single person between 
the place where she had fallen and the first place of 
shelter she came to. And that was the little hillside 
church. 

It was getting very late, but the church door was 
still open. It was not indeed a time, when so many 
hearts were laden with sorrow, to keep it shut. 

Maligna, alas ! scarcely knew what the inside of the 
church was like. Nor was it even now with any 
thought of devotion in her rugged heart that she 
fastened her horse's bridle to the low-hanging branch 
of a tree, and stepped wearily and groaning across the 
holy threshold. 

There was nobody there. A dimly-burning light or 
two here and there scarcely lighted up the building, 
small as it was, enough to see into the farthermost 
corner of it. And the silence was absolute. 

Maligna, however, sat her down. Somebody would 
come presently. Indeed, if she had to wait till the 
even, somebody must come by and by, to put out the 
lights before they shut the doors. And that s 
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body, she said to herself, if she were not able to sit 
upon her horse, should go and fetch her a conveyance 
of some sort, and should accompany her as far as the 
castle gates. 

Maligna sat very quiet, her feet on a second chair, 
her elbows on her knees, and her chin in her hands — 
the very picture indeed of a wicked old fairy, only 
wicked fairies are not to be found in churches. It 
isn't likely, even if her sharp, bead-like eyes rested on 
any one single spot long enough to see it, that they 
noticed how tumble-down the walls were, and how 
discoloured with dirt and age ; how uneven the flag- 
stones were, cracked and chipped in every direction ; 
or how moth and worm eaten were the woodwork and 
the altar-cloth. It was all very, very miserable; but 
Maligna troubled herself nothing about it. One can 
look at things with the eyes, but one must see them 
with the heart. She was most likely thinking about 
her own rather dilapidated condition, and a great deal 
about Ruli, strange to say. For Ruli's baby confidence 
had wondrously moved her wayward old heart. 

* Pish ! * said she irritably to herself, * how that silly 
little brat's voice does run in my head ! ' 

She had scarcely finished her thought when she heard 
small, hurried footsteps, and in came the unconscious 
object of that thought. 
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Maligna could not have told what it was that made 
her instinctively draw back farther into the shadow. 
At any other time, and with any other child, she would 
most likely have taken a strange, weird delight in 
pouncing suddenly out upon her; but Ruli, although 
she had no waving wand in her hand, and was quite 
ignorant of her power, held the wicked old Maligna 
spell-bound in her corner, as she came, uncertain of 
step and solemn-faced, through the open doorway. 

But what was it that brought Ruli to church alone 
at that darkening hour of the evening ? 

Ruli was there on a very solemn errand. She was 
about to make her little offering to the victims of the 
flood. She had pondered long and deeply on her 
mother's words. Yes, even at Ruli*s tender age she 
could ponder, and that deeply. And she had come to 
the conclusion that perhaps the only thing that was 
really hers ; the only thing the loss of which would be 
a loss to herself and to herself alone ; the only thing 
it was very, very hard to part with ; the only thing, in 
short, the gift of which could be called a real sacrifice, 
— was her dear wooden doll. And in purest faith she 
had come to offer it. 

The money-box was rather higher than her short 
arms could reach. In fact, as she stood beside it, with 
the devoted doll in her arms, the bottom of the box 
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barely touched the top of her little worsted hood. But 
Ruli was a child of much resource, and was not baffled 
by this fact She was not long in running to fetch one 
of the long-backed wooden chairs that stood in a row 
near the altar. Ttiat was soon done. But the chair 
proved both heavy and unwieldy, and when she had 
laboured back with it as far as the money-box, her 
little strength, though not her will, was very nearly 
exhausted, and down came chair, Ruli, doll, and all, on 
the hard stone with a loud clatter and thump. Ruli 
picked herself up, glad of a whimper. It was hard to 
part with her treasure, but it would not be a proper 
gift to the poor people if she cried over it Her mother 
had not cried when she dropped her silver earrings into 
the box. So the tears that would not fall on the 
precious wooden dolFs account were glad of the excuse 
of a broken knee-skin, and fell unchecked one by one 
over her little nose, as with much straining and effort 
she set the chair on its four legs again, directly in front 
of the money-box, and proceeded to scramble on to it. 

The doll was not large, nor was it overburdened 
with clothing, and fortunately the slit at the top of the 
money-box was wide and long — wider and longer by 

good deal than was necessary to admit the amount 

^that were generally put into it The deed was 

ill with resolute hands pushed her offering 
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head foremost through the slit. It fitted rather tightly, 
it is true, and its charming pink and white complexion 
must have suffered some severe scratches from the iron- 
rimmed sides of the slit, as it went through with a 
creak and a scrunch ; but the head once through, the 
rest of Its flat-made little person followed easily after, 
and very shortly nothing remained to sight but the tip 
of one wooden foot just above the slit. Long and 
earnestly did Ruli gaze at the beloved remnant, her 
little breast heaving, her little eyes brimful of tears, 
her brave little soul struggling with its load of self- 
imposed grief. Then, with a courage worthy of a larger 
frame, she pushed the loved wooden foot away from her 
with one resolute, fat fore-finger. The doll fell to the 
bottom of the box. The rest was blackness. And Ruli 
scrambled off her chair quicker than she had scrambled 
on, and hurried out of the church. She had forgotten 
to repeat the little prayer that her mother had taught 
her. She had forgotten to put back her chair. All she 
remembered was, that she was going back to a hitherto 
happy home, in which there was now no dear wooden 
doll. 

Sometime, quite half an hour, afterwards, when the 
sexton, worthy man, came dawdling up the church 
steps, jingling his keys together as he went, with 
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intention of putting out the lights and shutting the 
church up for the night, he was nearly startled out of 
his senses by an apparition which suddenly and unex- 
pectedly pounced out upon him from the shadow inside^ 
and said abruptly in his very face, * Get me the key of 
the money-box.* 

The sexton gasped, of course, and clutched firm hold 
of his keys. But even in that uncertain light, Maligna's 
high-peaked hat, and her bent form, and her brilliant 
eyes, that shone like a cat's in the dark, were sufficiently 
distinctive. 

*You — ^you — ^w-w-want the k-key of the money 
b-box ? ' stammered the sexton. 

* Yes,* said she, giving him a slight crack over the 
head with her stick. * Wake up, can't you ? And don't 
call me " you," you ill-behaved old object ! Go and get 
me the key of the money-box this very instant, or else 
I'll have you turned out of your place, neck and crop. 
And perhaps look out for a fresh parson too.' 

That was likely enough. Maligna could do it if she 
pleased. And did she not always please to do cruel 
things? The key, however, happened to be on the 
lesser bunch that the sexton carried in his hand ; and 
though his fingers shook as if he had the flood- 
fevcTi she was not kept waiting for it beyond her 
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* Now go about your business/ said she as she 
snatched it from him. 'Stay outside, and wait for 
me ; do you hear ? I want to see what sort of alms- 
giving goes on among you set of grumblers. But don't 
expect me to add anything to the sum.* 

*I don't r thought the sexton as he obeyed her 
orders. 

In fact, what he did expect was, that she would take 
away and pop into her pocket any little sum that might 
be already there. For the poor, struggling pastor was 
somewhat behind-hand with some rent due to Maligna, 
and it would be just like her to wring his heart by 
appropriating his little store of poor-money. But he 
was wrong. Maligna, for the first time for many, many 
long years of hard-heartedness, had a kindly thought. 

With quick, restless hands, and a dreadful frown on 
her face, she opened the money-box with a snap and a 
pull, looking hurriedly around her as she did so, for 
fear any one might be observing her. 

Yes, there was the martyred doll sure enough, lying 
at the bottom of the box, her much-scratched head 
reposing on a couple of pennies. There were one or 
two silver coins lying here and there, and there were 
other pennies than those which the doll had selected 
for a pillow. Sum total — the sum total was not much. 
Maligna brushed the humble coins away into ^^^jner 





1 88 STARLIGHT STORIES. 

with rather a contemptuous smile, but she took the 
little doll, whose hitherto tranquil and uneventful exist- 
ence was certainly about to be varied by strange 
adventures, and pressed her head downwards into one 
of her enormous pockets, where the poor thing now 
found herself in company with several huge keys, a 
half-nibbled nutmeg, a dog-whistle, a rusty donkey-shoe, 
and a valuable golden snuff-box, much bruised and 
indented. 

Maligna, however, did not stop here. The doll safe 
in one pocket, she proceeded to fumble, with nervous 
fingers and cross looks and muttered words, in another 
pocket, from which she pulled, hastily and stealthily 
— as if she were picking somebody else's pocket instead 
of her own — a fat canvas bag, the contents of which, 
with much more muttering, and frowning, and shaking 
of the head, she hurriedly emptied into the bottom of 
the box. 

The contents were nothing less than a goodly glitter- 
ing pile of lovely golden coins. 

This done, Maligna banged the lid violently to, 
turned the key in the lock with a sharp 'click,' and, 
pulling her hood closer over her face, hurried out of 
the church. 

* And now where are you, you old noodle ? * cried she, 
as she stood waiting and looking round her in the porch. 
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The sexton, had he been a man of spirit, would not 
have answered. But he had a wife, and besides that, he 
knew of seven hungry little mouths that were always 
wide-open, gaping for food to be popped into them. 
He might have quarrelled with his own bread and 
butter, but how could he quarrel with theirs ? 

So all that he said was, * Here I am, gracious lady ! * 
' I'm glad you know your name ! * said Maligna, 
grinning. * Here is your key. But mind, if you dare 
open that box, to see if I've left your money all safe 
or not, I'll send your children a good rousing attack 
of the mumps. You may fancy I shan't see, and I 
can't send mumps. Shan't I ? and can't I ? So, now 
you know.* 

* B-but I d-don't want to — to open the b-b-box.* 
'That's lucky for you. Now come and lift me on 
my horse. I could get on just as well by myself, but I 
choose you to do something to earn the salt you eat. 
Gently, now, or I'll bite you. Tell me what sort 
of people are those — old and little Ruli ? * 

' Angels ! ' cried the sexton enthusiastically. * When 
my eldest boy nearly died — saving your ladyship's 
presence — Ruli's mother sat with the boy's mother 
night after night. She took no rest, and cared for all 
of us ; and Ruli, little Ruli, when my boy's eyes first 
opened after the long deep sleep that we had feare 
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was death, and they rested on Ruli, sitting so sweetly 
and silently at the foot of the bed, — ^ah ! well there ! 
I shall always think that it was that dear fat finger 
of hers that beckoned him back to life again. I think 
I can see her now ! * 

' Then you must have been drinking ! ' said Maligna, 
as she gathered up her reins. * Don't forget to remind 
your master of what he owes me. Tell him I'll 
have all his early fruit nipped in the bud if he don't 
attend to it. And order that lazy wife of yours 
to make me a large cream-cheese in return for my 
goodness in not raising your paltry rent. And tell 
your children to take their fingers out of their mouths 
and to drop me a curtsey when I pass them, — ill- 
mannered young louts I — do you hear ? Oh, and if 
they behave themselves, they may collect all the dried 
fir-cones they can find, and bring them to the castle 
gate. I like to burn them o' nights, and it will be 
capital fun for them to pick them up. Now, do you 
hear ? ' 

Yes, the sexton, poor fellow, heard well enough ; 
and glad was he when Maligna had finished speaking, 
and he could go home to his wife and children, and 

n himself by telling them of his disagreeable 
vith her. 
i^ine for a moment the consternation and 
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anxiety of mind into which Ruli's mother was thrown, 
about a week later on, when, without any preliminary 
tap at her cottage door, it was thrown suddenly wide 
open, and in hobbled Maligna. 

' Ah ! there you are,' said she, crumpling up her 
brows together. 'And there you are too, you ro- 
mantic baby, you ! Come and give me a nice kiss this 
very minute ! * 

Ruli's mother held her breath, but Ruli was not 
afraid. She went straight to the doorway, where 
Maligna still was standing, and lifted up her innocent 
round face. 

Maligna did not expect this, and was a little taken 
aback. She did not, however, stoop to kiss her, but she 
patted the dimpled little cheek kindly enough, and it 
was easy to see she was pleased. So Ruli's mother 
breathed more freely. 

'I suppose I may walk in and sit down to rest 
myself.?' said Maligna; 'but, of course, if you prefer 
my room to my company you have only to say so.* 

Ruli's mother, however, did not say so. She merely 
put forward a chair, and closed the door behind 
Maligna's back. 

'And now come here and let me have a look at 
you,* said Maligna when she was seated. 

Ruli's mother went and stood up straight 
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her at once, a little puzzled. What could Maligna 
mean ? 

' Ah, hem-ho ! * said Maligna, smiling grimly ; * so 
this is a good woman, is it.^ Well, it's a pale, thin 
thing to look at. Now tell me, old Ruli, do you con- 
sider me a good woman— eh ? ' 

Ruli's mother flushed crimson, of course, and did not 
answer. The fact was, that the question could not be 
answered politely and truthfully both. 

'Speak out,' said Maligna. 'I desire it. I want to 
hear your opinion of me. Do you hear me ? Do you 
consider me a good woman, or not ? ' 

' No,* said Ruli's mother gently. * No, dear lady, 
I do not.* 

There was of course a pause in the conversation after 
this. 

'Upon my word!* cried Maligna presently, — 'upon 
my word you're an odd couple ; * and she ended with a 
little odd snorting sound that might have passed for 
a laugh. 

But the two Rulis stood hand in hand together, the 
elder Ruli with a beating, troubled heart. 

* Of course you only see one side of the story. It 
doesn*t occur to you that I was young once, a mere 
crawling baby, helpless and harmless. You don't ask 
yourself through what stages of care and sorrow and 
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bitter disappointment I must have reached as far as 
this on my lonely journey. You don't ask yourself 
what thunder-cloud it was that turned all my pans of 
fresh cream sour, one after the other. It seems easy 
to you to be good and happy when one is rich. Is it } 
If I had found that the flowers grew where I had 
watered the ground so carefully, if I had reaped the 
harvest where I had sown the seed so lavishly, well, 
then I might have believed in charity and goodness. 
But I didn't. There isn't one of those boors down 
yonder that wouldn't take as his right all the greatest 
gifts I could shower on him, and snap his fingers at me 
the very minute my back was turned. They'd cringe 
their body off their own legs for twopence ; and what 
should I get for my twopence, pray? Nothing, not 
even bare gratitude ! That's why I never do anything 
for nothing. If I'm to give my money that I don't 
want and they do, I must be paid my own price for it. 
They can't give my own price. But you, poor as you 
are, you can give me my price.* 

' I can } Oh, surely you must be jesting ! * cried the 
elder Ruli, much and strangely agitated. 

* Not at all. Listen to me, and let us get to business 
at once,' said Maligna. * Of course I come here on 
business. You don't suppose I can spare the time to 
go pottering about amusing myself?* Whereupon 

N 
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came a little nearer to RulTs mother and laid one hand 
on her arm, and spoke strongly, emphasizing her words 
with her fingers: 'Would you like to see dams built 
up. all the length of the low-lying lands that border 
the river? Not much of a river, but awkward in its 
ways sometimes. Would you care to see a lock or two 
placed here and there to keep back the water when it 
wants to run away in summer ? and a reservoir made ? 
Would you be pleased to see the church repaired and 
re-decorated ? Would you be glad if the poor people's 
unwholesome huts in the village were to be rebuilt, 
and their fields sown with good seed, at no expense 
to themselves? Would you like to see a new school 
built, and a free infirmary? Do you yearn in your 
soul that peace and plenty may reign in your native 
village? Do you, in short, love your neighbour as 
yourself? or are the words a sham and a pretence ? * 

'I should be indeed glad if all this could be,' said 
Ruli's mother, * but ' — 

' But what ? You would not sacrifice one single 
blessing of your own, so that they might all be blessed 
through you ? * 

' I did not say so,* said Euli's mother, in a low 
voice. 

' What would you give so that all that might come 
to pass ? * asked Maligna 
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The tears sprang to the poor woman's eyes. 

* Oh ! why, why do you ask me that ? * cried she, 
wringing her hands. 

' Don't wring your hands ! what's the good of that ? 
Wringing your hands won't help your fellow-men. 
Answer me at once,' cried Maligna, stamping her 
crutch impatiently on the floor. 

For some moments the elder Ruli could not speak. 
She was choking. Presently, however, she commanded 
herself. 

* What is your price ? ' asked she faintly. 
' My price ? Only Ruli.' 

* Ruli ! my Ruli ! oh ! never, never I ' cried her 
mother, falling on her knees, and snatching her little 
one convulsively to her. ' How can you ask such 
a thing of me i * 

' Hoity-toity ! I don't ask it. I only propose a 
bargain. You don't accept it ? Very well ; only don't 
insult me. I don't think I should eat her, unless she 
were very, very naughty. The fact is, I've taken a 
fancy for her, that's all. She's odd and quaint, and 
she would amuse me. Besides, she would live like 
a little princess. You find her very sweet ? Well, so 
do I.' 

But Ruli's mother still crouched on the ground, 
hiding her face in Ruli's little pinafored breast. 
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* Of course,* said Maligna, rising to go, ' ii that's all 
the sacrifice you good people are willing to make for 
their fellow-creatures^ why, it*s not much. And I don't 
give that for goodness ! ' added she, snapping her 
fingers. * Have >*our own way. Let the people die 
of ague and fever. Let the village lie six feet under 
water every winter. Let the com rot in the ground 
for want of it in summer. Let the fruits blossom, 
wither away, and fall to the earth. Let the children 
grow up weak and ignorant Let them all go to 
rack and ruin, in fact, provided you are snug and 
safe. Is that it } — eh ? Very well. And now, good 
day to you.* 

* But — one moment ! * cried Ruli's mother, catching 
hold of the retreating Malig^a's petticoats. 'Do you 
know the enormity of the sacrifice you demand of me ? 
Can you fathom the desolation of my life without her ? 
Have you measured the depth, and the breadth, and 
the width of the loss to me ? * 

* Yes ; I Aave measured it by the knowledge of the 
gain it would be to myself,' said Maligna, almost 
gently. * I see that you are the only woman who has 
not prejudiced her little child's mind against me. In 
Ruli's eye I am not an object of horror and aversion. 
I don't know why, but it seems to me that if I could 

er love I might die happier. Ruli is not afraid 
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of me. Ruli trusted me. If I do not win her love 
now, she will grow up in this village, and she will learn 
to hate me. The thought of that — Pshaw ! fancy 
my condescending to explain to you ! May I have 
Ruli, or may I not ? * 

* But, but — oh ! I will try to see aright. Perhaps it 
is Heaven's will. Perhaps Ruli was given to me for this 
purpose ! How can I judge ? But, but — tell me — 
shall I never see my child again ? * 

* Rubbish I Of course you would, when the works 
are all ended. The harder the workmen work, the 
sooner would you see Ruli. Only it will be a matter of 
a year or so. We can't build a village in a day, or win 
a child's love ! ' 

* You can win that in an hour ! ' cried Ruli's mother 
hotly. 

* I will see ; but you must give me Ruli entirely and 
unquestionably for the whole time the works are going 
on. Now, make haste and decide. I give you while I 
count twenty.* And Maligna counted rapidly aloud — 
* One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten, 
eleven, twelve, thirteen, fourteen, — take care! — fifteen, 
sixteen, seventeen, — make up your mind ! — eighteen, 
nine * — 

* Stop ! * cried the poor woman ; * you may have 
Ruli.' 
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* Very well/ said Maligna quietly. ' Send her up to 
the castle gate to-morrow week, at eight o'clock m the 
morning. Will she come quietly ? * 

' She will walk through fire if I tell her/ said her 
mother with a sob. * And you, on your part, when will 
you set the men to work ? When will you send the 
seed, and the clothes, and the food to all yonder 
starving souls ? ' 

' To-morrow week,' said Maligna. ' As you bring the 
child to my gates, when you are half-way up the hill, 
look back across the river plain. If I have not kept 
to my word, take back your baby.* 

Ruli's mother sank to her knees, weeping bitterly, 
and bowed her head in her hands. 

When she looked up again. Maligna was gone. 

And in a week and a day Ruli and her mother 
went up to the castle gate, a little bundle of homely 
clothes hanging on one arm, and a little pet white 
pigeon sitting on one shoulder ; ' for,' said her mother, 
*the good Lady Maligna looks fierce, but she is, oh, 
so fond of little children ! and she will surely let 
you keep your bird if you ask her prettily. But, Ruli, 
if you are ever in any danger, if you are ill, or — or 
any one should be cruel to you, tie one of your little 
garters round its neck and let it fly. When I see that. 
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I shall know you want me, and I will come to you, 
Ruli.' * Yes,' cried she, with brimming eyes ; * yes, 
my Ruli, though a thousand iron gateways should 
stand between us!' But don't let the pigeon fly 
if you are only sad and lonely, and would like to see 
me; for we have all our appointed weary hours to 
get through in this life, and Heaven is best pleased 
when we bear them patiently. Go to Maligna with all 
your troubles. Oh, dear Ruli, you have such powerful 
friends in your own good ways and your tender kisses ! 
But do not forget me — do not forget me!' cried she, 
suddenly and despairingly. 

* No, no ; I won't,' said Ruli placidly. ' Of course 
I won't. Oh! what's that? what's that down 
there ? ' 

They stopped to look. The busy labourers were 
already working in the river plain. Flitting in and out 
of the short, stunted trees, they looked in the distance 
like so many bees. 

'There they are in the village too,' said Ruli's 
mother, sighing heavily. * Oh, if Maligna had not kept 
her word ! ' 

And as they stood silent and watching, they could 
hear the dull thud of falling earth and the bright sound 
of hammers, and the tramp of feet and the busy hum 
of voices. 
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* Come, Ruli/ said her mother ; * we must do our part 
too/ 

Great was everybody's amazement when they learnt 
what was being done — when they found that the whole 
village was to be altered and renovated. This amaze- 
ment almost amounted to anxiety when the important 
river works were commenced, and the long wished-for 
dams and locks grew bigger and bigger every week ; a 
feeling of anxiety that gave place to terrified conster- 
nation, when Maligna's carts and Maligna's men went 
silently about from door to door, leaving little sacks of 
seed and new strong sets of field and garden tools at 
each one. 

As for the gates that were re-hinged and re-painted, 
the roofs that were re-thatched, and the wells that were 
cleaned out, they were without number. What alarmed 
them was the thought of how and when Maligna in- 
tended to be repaid for all she was doing for them. 
That she intended to be paid in one way or another, 
possibly in greatly increased rent and taxes, they never 
doubted. And in this conjecture they were right. Only 
it never seemed possible of belief to them that she 
intended to be satisfied with the price she had asked, 
namely, two or three short years of the mere baby- 
sweetness of a little child. 
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But Maligna had never been quite so black as she 
had painted herself. There had always been a very 
small spot in her heart that was yet fresh and green. 
She had not known even herself of its existence until 
baby Ruli*s charity, when she had fallen from her 
horse, and baby Ruli*s simple, unquestioning faith, in 
the sacrifice of her loved doll, had brought a tear into 
her old eyes. Then she knew that all love of goodness 
had not left her. For as the tree that is dead has no 
more leaves to give, so the heart that is quite barren 
has no more tears to shed. 

Maligna, startled and agitated, had rubbed hers im- 
patiently away. But the tear had already fallen, and 
the little green spot in her heart had grown one tiny 
shade larger. 

Meanwhile the poor people in the village, when they 
at last took in the fact to their minds that Ruli's 
imprisonment in the dreaded old castle depended on 
their own energy and industry, worked as perhaps 
they would not have worked for themselves; and so 
Ruli's mother reaped the reward of her own past 
goodness to them. 

And the village grew, firm and white, like an unex- 
pected mushroom in the fields. A year was gone. 
The river now flowed evenly between its new ba nka. 
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There was every prospect of a good harvest later on ; 
and while the people still worked with unabated zeal, 
hope, like the sweet green corn peeping through the 
fragrant brown earth, crept up from between the loneli- 
ness and dreariness of old Ruli's desolate heart; and 
grew there unchecked. For the white pigeon had never 
come back. 

Wonder was, of course, rife as to what Ruli was 
doing for the old witch during the years of her marvel- 
lous self-sacrifice, so that she should have gained such 
inestimable benefits for her fellow-creatures in the 
village. Some thought her dead long since, and spoke 
with lowered voices of the poor mother's grief to come. 
Others fancied her growing up wicked and lawless, and 
full of evil deeds as was Maligna herself. Others in 
their minds* eye saw her, and with their tongues* wag 
spoke of her, as suffering tortures unheard of, a prey 
to daily inflictions and nightly terrors, her fat baby 
face thinned, and her rich baby spirits broken. Ruli*s 
mother had more faith, else how could she have let 
her go } Night and morning she commended Ruli to 
the all-sufficient care of Heaven ; and that done, she 
could live her life and possess her troubled soul in 
patience. 

As for Ruli, what did she do ? She rose early, and 
scrambled forthwith, fresh and rosy, on to Malign a*s 
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great curtained bed, where she said her prayers out 
loudly and clearly, and then ate her breakfast of milk 
and bread with great relish. She had cried incessantly 
for her mother at first ; now less often ; but she had not 
forgotten her, and twenty times a day did Maligna 
promise her that she should see her again some day 
soon. And Ruli, never having been deceived by 
her mother, knew not what false promises meant. 
Maligna's word, therefore, was enough. Besides, it was 
well known what a reasonable creature Ruli was. She 
walked in the castle grounds with Maligna, hand in 
hand, and chattered incessantly ; and while they leant 
over the parapet of the castle grounds, told her uncon- 
scious stories of the distress of the poor creatures that 
grew like stunted weeds in the village below. She 
informed Maligna, too, that her high-peaked hat was 
ugly in the extreme, and asked her why she wore it. 
She smoothed Maligna*s wrinkles with her two little 
hands, and told her that she found her much improved 
by the operation. She ate her fill, and laughed to her 
full content. She wandered through the castle rooms, 
and left rays of sunlight about them, in the shape of 
broken toys, pieces of torn books, or half-nibbled 
apples, and maybe a careless little lost garter here, 
or a cast-off soiled pinafore there. She lay, too, in 
Maligna*s lap at evening time, after her supper of 
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and bread, and snored sweet little snores with her 
rosebud-mouth wide open. That's all Ruli did. 

But nevertheless the green spot in Maligna's heart 
grew bigger and bigger day by day. Maligna was 
Maligna still — a sour, disappointed, disagreeable woman. 
But not for the riches of the whole wide world itself 
would she have shaken, willingly, Ruli's unbounded 
confidence in her. Ruli had given her doll for others. 
Ruli's mother had given Ruli herself. Maligna had not 
been able to terrify them out of their faith in Heaven; 
and she knew it. 

At last, in two years* time — alas for poor old Ruli's 
patience, in no less time than that — the works were done. 
The village was a new village. The people were a 
happy, flourishing people. The church was a church, 
and not a tumble-down hovel. The river was a river, 
and not a wayward, capricious torrent The harvest 
had been plentiful. To do Maligna but bare justice, 
her money had been spent freely and judiciously. 
And there had been no mystery, no concealment 
about it. Ruli's two sweetest years was the price 
paid for all this, and Maligna knew that the price 
paid had been a large one. 

But there was one mystery, though it was not a 
great one. 
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On the high road, away from the village, stood a 
new commodious building, which everybody knew to 
be the much-wished-for infirmary for the sick. The 
doctor belonging to a little town not many miles 
distant was appointed visiting doctor. The nurses 
had been chosen from amongst the village women. 
The beds were ready. The whole place looked 
comfortable enough to render a mild attack of indis- 
position quite an enjoyable thing. But the infirmary 
had not been named ! Over the principal doorway 
was a niche, and in this niche was a statue; but 
it was hidden from public gaze by a clinging white 
cloth. 

' Little Saint Ruli, of course,* said a great many, 
smiling. 

' Or perhaps Saint Maligna ! * said others, smiling 
too, but differently. 

That night, however, — ^the night that the last of the 
workmen had been paid off, and had gathered their 
tools together, and had finished clearing away all the 
last remaining chips, and shavings, and loose bits of 
wood and brick, — that night, just as poor old Ruli*s 
patience was ebbing away, and she was on her knees 
by the child's empty bedstead, sobbing bitterly, there 
came a knock at the door. 
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' Come in/ said she. 

The door opened gently, and a voice said, ' Here's 
Ruli ! ' 

How can one write of such moments as these i 
There was a cry, of course, and a rush, and a 
blinding flood of tears. For some moments neither 
of the Rulis could speak, — ^young Ruli because she 
was half-stifled with kisses ; old Ruli because — because 
— ah ! should she ever find her voice again ? 

It was some time before Maligna could make her- 
self heard, but she repeated over and over again 
triumphantly her little series of questions : ' Is she 
thin ? Is she pale, eh ? Does she look starved or 
unhappy, eh } Has she forgotten you ? Am I fit 
to be trusted with a baby, or am I not, eh ? Answer 
me that.* 

But nobody could answer anything. Be assured that 
those were happy moments for all, even for Maligna. 
Indeed, perhaps for Maligna they were more precious 
than for the others. 

Certain it is, that as Ruli's mother grew calmer. 
Maligna grew more and more agitated, and at last 
broke down entirely. 

* Yes, yes ! * cried she, throwing herself on her old 
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knees before bewildered Ruli, and catching her pas- 
sionately in her trembling old arms ; ' now you have 
mother again, you will forget old Maligna. Maligna 
must go back to her lonely home. Maligna is nobody 
now. Maligna's poor old heart has been warmed 
again, only to be cut up in little pieces and stewed 
with butter and parsley, I suppose. The works are 
done. Ruli is home again. Maligna may go back 
to her old castle and keep company with the mice 
and watch them nibbling the very boots off her old 
toes.* And then, turning to the scarcely less be- 
wildered mother — ' I can't give her up ! * cried she. 
' I can't ! YouVe done your part, and Tve done mine. 
And you think I can go home content ? Can't 
you come and live at the castle, both of you ? Let 
Ruli love me a little ; she will always love you best ! ' 

Old Ruli smiled. She knew that. 

' The castle's a nice place,' said Ruli composedly. 

' And I'm getting so old ! ' said Maligna. 

' We will divide Ruli,' said her mother, smiling again. 
' Let me watch her while she's asleep, let me nurse 
her when she's ill, let me dry her tears when they 
fall, and I will give all her smiles to you, dear lady! 
Will that do .? ' 

Maligna jumped to her feet and stared. Her tears 
were dry in a moment from sheer astonishment. Then 
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presently she stamped her crutch down on the ground 
in uncontrollable emotion, and cried out vehemently, 
* There's something in goodness after all ! * 

The next day — ah! the next day — ^was a rather 
remarkable day certainly. 

The news of Ruli*s arrival had spread like wild- 
fire in the village, and everybody was eager to see 
her, and to thank her, and to question her. 

But Maligna and the two Rulis had gone up the 
hill again, and made much of themselves together ; 
and by and by, in the early morning of next day, 
a herald, seated on a cream-white horse, rode through 
the excited village, and made his proclamation at 
the principal comers, and in the market-place ; the 
proclamation being to the effect that the gracious 
Lady Maligna and her adopted grand-daughter would 
that day ride through the village to receive the 
thanks and the affectionate welcome of the villagers. 
The proclamation hinted further on that the people 
might make as much noise as they pleased. Useless 
permission ! How could they have possibly kept silent 
when Maligna and old Ruli, riding side by side on 
richly-caparisoned mules, presented themselves at the 
commencement of the long village street ? The one 
still in her old peaked hat, it is true, but smiling and 
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bowing as pleasantly as she knew how ; and the latter 
in her humble, white cotton cap, with red and swollen 
eyes and a much-abashed face. And when Ruli, fat, 
smiling, and delighted, followed them on a little grey 
pony literally covered with white flowers and blue 
ribbons, how was it possible not to crowd round her, 
shouting and laughing and crying all at once? The 
pony's white and blue decorations had left him for ever 
in the first two minutes* progress of the little procession, 
and were transferred to a hundred different button- 
holes ! 

The shouts were not at first for Maligna, it is true. 
They were for the faithful souls whose simple devotion 
had won them so many unhoped-for blessings. But 
these heartfelt greetings warmed their hearts, and when 
they saw that Maligna listened, not unpleased, to their 
loving welcome to Ruli, they forgot the long years 
of neglect and cruelty. They forgot what they had 
suffered. Maligna was a wicked fairy no longer. The 
castle was an abode of terror no longer. . Ruli loved the 
one, and had lived peacefully in the other; and the 
bright light from Heaven, that surely had rested on 
Ruli, must have rested on Maligna too. 

Up rose the shout : 

'Maligna! Maligna for ever! Long live our good 

lady ! ' 

o 
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And Maligna, shaking her head, half amazed, half 
suspicious, yet much gratified, tasted of the rare sweets 
of popularity. 

But the greatest surprise of all was the splendid 
banquet which was given by Maligna that very after- 
noon to the whole village, in the grounds of the until 
then much-dreaded castle. And the greatest pleasure 
of all was the speech she made to them when the 
banquet was over. 

' Once upon a time, many, many years ago,* said she, 
' a flower sprang from the earth in the winter-time, and 
showed its struggling little head through the white 
fallen snow. It was not a happy flower, for it grew 
alone, in the midst of a vast deserted waste of land ; 
and it had no companions to measure its growth by, 
to feel sorry with it when the winds blew or the rain 
fell, or to be glad with it when the sun shone and 
the pleasant dew-drops lay cool and sparkling on its 
leaves. 

* It grew indeed very fast, and 50on became a strong 
plant, but it did not grow either straight or pretty ; and 
that grieved it sorely, for it would have given much to 
grow like the other plants. 

* By and by the neglected plant grew so tall, and 
the thick, prickly thorns grew so close together on its 
stem, and it was altogether, it appeared, so displeasing 
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a plant, that the people who passed by it warned 
their children not to touch it, for that it would burn 
their little hands most painfully if they did. And 
the general opinion was, that it would be a very good 
thing when the time should come for the ill weed to 
wither away and die, and to leave the room it took up 
in the earth to be filled by lovelier plants. 

* One day a little girl was compelled (no matter how 
or why) to grasp this dreadful plant in her two soft 
hands. She did it fearlessly, bravely! And then, to 
every one's infinite astonishment, she called out, ** Why, 
it doesn't hurt a bit ! " 

'Will you too, all of you,' continued Maligna ear- 
nestly, — 'will you too grasp the old plant firmly and 
fearlessly ? Will you learn for yourselves that though 
the marks of the thorns may still be there yet, the 
thorns themselves are gone for ever — stripped from 
the rugged old stem by that little girl's soft hands ? 
Or will you suffer that poor old plant to wither away 
gradually, unloved and unregretted ? * 

Here Maligna broke down, greatly agitated. 

No one could speak. And there was neither shouting 
or cheering at the conclusion of Maligna's speech, 
but there was something far better. There were full 
hearts and wet eyes, and kindly forgiving thoughts and 
sweet new hopes springing up in every thankful bre 
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By and by everybody went home, of course ; but the 
two Rulis lived at the castle ever afterwards. 

As for the saint in the niche, tt was nothing more or 
less than Ruli's little wooden doll. And the hospital 
is called ' Doll's Hospital ' to this very day. It .was a 
very little thing that Ruli had done, but she had done 
it with all her heart, and therein lay its strength. 




^^'Sl 



ORIGINAL JUVENILE LIBRARY. 



A CATALOGUE 

NEW AND POPULAR WORKS, 

FBINCIPALLY FOR THE YOtTNG. 

IN ELEGANT CLOTH BINDINGS. 

SUITABLE TOR PRESENTS AND SCHOOL PRIZES. 




^ 



Stanesbf'g Cluminatsd Books 2 

New and Popular Torks 3—10 

Classified Lists U-27 

Works to Distrilratlon 28 

Edaoatlmial Torim (Darnell's Copy Books, &a,) • - 29—82 



GRIFFITH AND FARRAN, 



WEST OORNBR OF ST. PAUL'S CHUBCHTARD, 
LONDON. 



% 






STANESBY'S ILLUMINATED GIFT BOOKS. 

Every page riMfprimted in. GM amd CoUmn, 

TIm Bridal Sonrenir. New Edition, with a Portrait of the 

PrineeM Royal. Elegantly bound in white morocco, price 21«. 

'^ A spkndid spedBien of dceontiTe art, aixd wdl soited for a tnidal gift.** 

The Birth-Day SouTVidr. A Book of Thonghte on Life and 
Immortality. Ptice I2f. 6dL cloth ; 18s. morocco antique. 

Ii|^t for the Fttlh of Life; from the Holy Scriptnres. Small 
4to, price 12f . cloth ; 15f . calf, gilt edges ; 18«. morocco antique. 

The Wiidom ot Solooion; from the Book of ProTerbs. Small 4to, 
price 14«. cloth elegant; 18s. calf; 21s. morocco antique. 

nie Floral Gift. Price 14s. doth elegant; 21s. morocco extra. 

Shakespeare's Household Wovds. ^th a Photograph from the 

Monument at Stratford-on-ATon. New and Cheaper Edition, 

Price 6s. cloth elegant ; IOsl 6dL morocco antique. 

" An ezqniate little gem, fit to be the Chrirtmaw oiliexing to l^tania or 
QneenMab." 

Aphorisms of the Wise and Good. With a Photographic Portrait of 

Blilton. Price 6s. cloth elegant; lOlt. 6dL Morocco antique. 

Emblems of Christian lifia. Illustrated by W. Habst Rooess, 

in One Hundred Original Designs, from the Writings of the 

Fathers, Old English Poets, &c. Printed by Whittingham, with 

Borders and Initials in Bed. Square 8to, price 10s. 6<f. cloth 

elegant, gilt edges ; 21a Turkey morocco antique. 

" This splendid book is a marvel of beantifal drawing and printing^. 
The emblems have been so grouped as to give, as far as possible, one oon- 
secative series of thoughts." — LUtrary Churchman. 

** A book full of deep thought, and beautiful, yet quaint, artistic work." 
—Art Journal. 

** Printed throughout in black letter, with red Initial letters, it is b^^ far 
the most complete and beautiful si>ecimen we ever have seen.*' — Examiner, 

Approach to the Holy Altar. By Bishop Eev, from his ''Manual 
of Prayer," and ** Practice of Divine Love." Beautifully printed 
in Red and Black. Royal 32mo, price Is. 6dL cloth, red edges. 

%* Mcuf be had in Calf and Morocco bindings. 

An ninminated Certificate of Ckmfirmation and Fixst Commu- 
nion. Price 8d. 

A New * * In Memoriam ' ' Card. Beautifully printed in silver or gold. 
Price Sd. 

*0* A considerable reduction made on taking a quantity of the 
I above carcfe. 



NEW WORKS AND NEW EDITIONS. 

IN ELEGANT CLOTH BINDINGS. 



NEW WORK BY REV. H. C. ADAMS. 

Hair-Breadth Escapes ; ob, The Adyenturbs of Thbeb Boys in 
South Africa. By the Rev. H. 0. Adams, M.A., Author of 
*' Schoolboy Honour," «fcc. With Eight Illustrations by 0. 0. 
Murray. Post 8vo, price 5s., or with gilt edges, 6*. 6d, 

NEW WORK BY W. H. G. KINGSTON. 

The " Ouzel" Galley; or, Notes from an Old Sea Log. By W. 
H. G. Kingston. With Illustrations by 0. 0. Murray. 
Imperial l6mo, price 6s., or with bevelled boards, gilt edges, 
7s. 6d, 

By the same Author, uniform in size and price. 
The Three Commanders; or, Active Service afloat in Modern 
Days. By W. H. G. Kingston. Illustrated by Friston. 
Imperial l6mo, price 6s., or bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

♦'The book abounds in incidents of the most thrilling character.— The 
work from beginning to end is a most wholesome one." — Leeds Mercury. 

•* It is certain every one of the author's tales secures a large number of 
readers, and the healthy tone of his fictions makes them worthy of the 
popularity they possess."— Patt Mall Gazette, 

The Three Lieutenants; or, Naval Life in the Nineteenth 
Century. Illustrated. 
" Written in Mr. Kingston's best Btyle.**—GtMrdian. 

The Three Midshipmen. New Edition. With 24 Blustrations. 
Hurricane Hurry; or, The Adventures of a Naval Officer 

AFLOAT AND ON ShORB DURING THE AMERICAN WaR OF IN- 

dependence. Illustrated. 

" The story never flags for want of incident. It treads on what is new 
ground for works of this sort." — Times, 



Our Home in the Marsh Land ; or, Days of Auld Lang Syne. 
By E. L. F. With Illustrations by C. Paterson. Super Royal 
16mo., price 2s. 6d,, or with coloured plates, gilt edges, 3s. 6d, 



\ 



i 



NEW AND POPULAB WORKS 



Starlight Storiot, told to Bright Syet and liitening Ears, 
By FA!fNT Lablache. With Illnstrations by Kate Osbena- 
WAY. Super Royal 16mo, price 8*. Gd, or with coloured plates, 
gilt oilgcfl. As, 6d. 

Tales and Legends of Saxony and Lusatia. By W. Westall. 
With Illustrationa by H. W. Psthebiok. Post 8yo, price 4s. 6d. 
gilt edges, 5s, 

Lonifa Broadhnrst ; os, Fntsr Expehibnces. A Tale. By A. M. 
Small Post Svo., price 8«. 6d,, or with gilt edges, 4^. 

Poems. By E. L. Floteb. Fcap. 8vo, price 2s, 6d, 

Lost in the Jangle; a Stobt op the Induk Mutiny. By 
Augusta Masrtat (Daughter of the late Captain Marryat). 
With Illustrations by D. H. Friston. Super Royal 16mo. 
Price 28, Qd., or with coloured plates, gilt edges, 3s. 6(L 

Grey Towers; OR, Aunt Hetty's Will. ByM.M.PoLLABD. With 
Illustrations by F. Gilbert. Post 8yo, price, 3s. 6d, or with 
gilt edges, 4s. 

Book of Bemembranee (The) for every Day in the Year. With 
blank space for recording Birthdays, Weddings, &c., &c. Beau- 
tifully printed in red and black. Imperial 32mo, price 2s. 6dL 
gilt edges. 



* « 

4> 



May be had in various leather bindings. 



Golden Words for Children, from the Book of Life. In English, 
French, and German. A set of Illuminated Cards in Packet. 
Price Is., or bound in cloth interleaved, price 2s. 6d. gilt edges. 

Plaiting Fietnres. A Novel Pastime. Four Series in Fancy 
Coloured Wrappers. Oblong 4to, price Is. each. 

First Series. — Juvenile Party— Zoological Gardens— Tho Gleaner. 
Second Series.— Birds* Pic-nic — Cats' Concert— Three Bears. 
Third /Seri>«.— Blind Man's Buff— Children in the "Wood— Snow Man. 
Fourth Series. — Grandfather's Birthday — Gymnasium — Playroom. 

The Headlong Career and Woeftil Ending of Precocious Piggy. 
By Thomas Hood. Illustrated by his Son. Printed in colours. 
Fifth and cheaper Edition, Fancy wrapper, 4to, price Is. 
mounted on cloth 2s. 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FAERAN. 



ILLUSTRATED BY HARRISON WEIR. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. By Mrs. R. 
Lee. Fourth Edition. Post 8vo, price 3s. Gd., or gilt edges, 4*. 

Uniform in size and price. 
Anecdotes of the Hahits and Instincts of Birds, Beptiles, and 
Fishes. By Mrs. R. Lee. Fourth Edition. 



Little Child's Fahle Book (The). Arranged progressively in words 
of one, two, and three syllables. With 16 Illustrations by 
Geoboina Bowers. Second and cheaper Edition. Small 4to, 
price 2s. 6d., or with coloured plates, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 
4«. 6rf. 

Oak Staircase; (The); or, The Stories of Lord axd Lady 

Desmoxd. a Narrative of the times of James IL By M. and 

C. Lee. With Illustrations. Second Edition. Post 8vo, price 

4s. Qd., or with gilt edges, 5s. 

''Deserves a special commcndatioii. It is a charmingly life-like and 
graceful story of the days just before the Revolution." — Cfuardian. 

Old Nurse's Book of Rhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. Edited and 

Illustrated by Charles H. Bennett. Third Edition. Fcap. 4to, 

price 3*. Get, or with coloured plates, gilt edges, 5s, 

" The Illustrations are replete with fun and imagination." — Notes and 
Queries, 

The North Pole, and how Charlie Wilson discovered it. By 
the Author of ** Realms of the Ice King,'* &c. With Sixteen 
Illustrations. Post 8vo, price Ss, 6d, ; gilt edges, 4s. 

"A very .qfood story of adventure, written in a powerful, yet simple, 
style." — Mctorial World, 

"Gives a very vivid idea of the difGlculties, dangers, and terrors of 
Arctic explorations ; some of the illustrations are very striking." — IfoH^ 
conformist. 

The Mandarin's Daughter ; A Story of the Great Taiping Re- 
bellion, and Gordon's **Ever Victorious Army." By Sauuel 
Mobsman, Author of ''New Japan," &c« Numerous Illustrations. 
Post 8vo, price 4«. 6dL ; gilt edges, 5$. 

*' Something more than a story, for it is a faithful picture of strange 
experiences among a remarkable x>eople." — Morning Advertiser. 

"The tale conveys a truthful account of the greatest insurrection and 
war that ever occuired in China ; it also presents a truthful picture of life 
among the Chinese." — Standard, 

" Mr. Mossman knows his subject well." — Spectator, 




6 HIW AND POPULAB WORKS 



Qpponli, the Jewish Maiden; a Tale of the Times of Hebod the 
Great. By M. £. Bewshkb. Illustratioiis by P. P&iolo. 
Post 8yo, price 4s, 6dL; gilt edges, 5s. 

** The story will possew a great duurm for young readers, oontainiBg as 
it does very -riTid descriptions of domestic life both in Jerosalem and 
Borne before the coming of oar Lord.** — Freeman. 

'*We welcome this addition to the library." — Church of England 
Sunday School Magazine. 

Paul Howard's Gaptiyity, and why he Escaped. Founded on 
Fact By Emilia Mabrtat Korbis. lUustrations. Super 
Royal 16mo, price 2«. 6dl; coloured, gilt edges, 3s. 6</. 

"By far the best of £. Manyat Norris's tales; nnhappily the last."— 
Garden. 

** A capital story ; the interest is well sustained.** — Academy. 

Seven Birthdays ; or, The Childben of Fortune. A Fairy 
Chronicle by Kathleen Knox. Illustrated by K Green a way. 
Super Royal l6mo, price Ss, 6d. ; coloured, gUt edges, 48, 6d. 

** A series of charming little legends founded on the old rhymes. The 
stories are prettily illustrated." — Atheneeum, 

** The excellence of these Fairy tales is deserving of all praise.** — 

Scotsman. 

By the same Author, 

Tsiry Gifts; or, a Wallet of Wonders. Illustrated. Price 
28, 6dl plain ; coloured, gilt edges, Ss, 6d, 

**Bedolent with the yery essence of 'Eairydom..''*^Standard. 



Joachim's Spectacles. A Legend of Florenthal. By Mart and 
Catherine Lee, Authors of ** The Oak Staircase," &c. Illus- 
trations by C. O. Murray. Post 8vo, price Zs. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4s. 

"A charming tale, excellently told, written in the best possible taste." — 
Queen. 
*' Altogether one of the best children's books we have seen." — Pall Mall 

Gazette. 

Man's Boot (The), and other Fabulous Stories in words of one 
syllable. By the Author of " A Bit of Fun,*' with Eight Page 
illustrations by Harrison Weir. Small quarto, price 3s. 6d. 

** The stories are really clerer and really simple." — Academy. 

*' The animals of Harrison Weii^ are enough to secure the success of the 
book."— Jfomin^r Po»t. 

Crib and Fly; a Tale of Two Terriers. Illustrated by Harrison 
Weir. Super Royal l6mo, price 2«. 6c?.; coloured, gilt edges, 
35. 6J. 



PUBLISHED BY GRIFFITH AND FAERAN. 



Little Maids. Khymes with Illustrations by Mrs. W. Ivemp. 

Quarto, price 6«., gilt edges. 

" The compositions are charming, simple, and sometimes graceful and 
forcible — as a book illustrator the artist may take high rank." — Art 
Journal. 

Extraordinary Nursery Bhymes ; New, yet Old. Translated from 
the Original Jingle into Comic Verse by One who was once a 
Child. 60 Illustrations. Small 4to, price 5s. 



With Illustrations, Royal 16/no, price Is, 6c?. each. 

The Child of the Wreck ; or, Thij Loss op the Royal George. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. 

Brave Nelly; or, Weak Hands and a Willing Heart. By the 
Author of " Clement's Trial and Victory,*' &c. 

Humhle Life; a Tale for Humble Homes. By the Author of 
** Gerty and May." 



The Gentleman Cadet; His Career and Adventures at teeb 

Royal Academy, Woolwich. A Tale of the Past. By Lieut.- 

Col. A. W. Drayson, R.A. Author of " Adventures of EEans 

Sterk," <fcc. With Illustrations. Post 8vo, price 6». 

" Merits a wide circulation, among English fomiles where there are boys 
growing up for the professional world.'* — Academy. 

**Boys, big and little, in and out of the 'Academy,' will read Col. 
Drayson's book with deep interest." — The Times. 

Fiery Croes (The); or, The Vow of Montrose. By Barbara 
Hutton, Author of " Castles and their Heroes," &c. Illustra- 
tions by Lawson. Post 8vo, price 4*. QcL ; gilt edges, 6s, 

" An interesting account of the eventful life and cruel death of the braye 
Marquis of Montrose admirably portrayed.'* — Qraphie. 

" The style is singularly pure and forcible." — Morning Post, 

Dedicated hy permission to the Princess of Wales. 

Ice Haiden (The) ; and other Stories. By Hans Chrisiian Ander- 
sen. Translated from the Danish by Mrs. Bushby. Thirty- 
nine Illustrations by Zwecker. New Edition. Small 4to, gUt 
edges, price 6«. 

" Has all the charms which belong to the narratiyes of the* master 
story-teller. It is dif&cult to remember in the Author's freshest and 
earliest works anything more fascinating." — Standards 

Seaside Home (The); and the Smuggler's Cayb. By Emilla 
Marryat Norris. Author of " Snowed Up," &c. HlustrationB. 
Super-royal 16mo, price 2s, 6J. ; coloured gilt edges, dtf. 6<L 

*♦ A bright Httie story.*'— (JropAic. 




8 NEW AND POPULAB W0BE8 



Gl0ment*8 Trial and Viotory; or, Sownro aitd Reaping. By the 
Author of "Little Lisette," "AdventureB of Kwei," &c. Post 
Syo, price Ss. 6d. ; gilt edges, 4«. 

** A good, wholesome, high-toned Tale of English home life. The hook 
deserved to take a prominent place.*' — Secord. 

Female Christian Names, and their Teaohinos. A Gift Book for 
Girls. By Mart £. Bromfibld. Beautifully Printed on 
Toned Paper. Imperial d2mo, price Is, 6(L gilt edges. 

" A useful account of the meaning, historr, and association of Girls' 
Christian Names. Well fitted for a gift book. ' — Churchman's Magazine. 

** An interesting and instructiye little volume, its religious tone is ex- 
cellent." — Fmtny Pott, 

The Bay Dreams of a Sleepless Man : being a series of Papers 
recently contributed to the Standard^ by Frank Ives Scuda- 
MORE, Esq., G.B. Post 8yo, price 35. 6(2. 

** Doddedly clever and ftill of good humour."~"G^apAtr. 

"The pages sparkle with anecdote and illustrative quotation." — 
Scotsman. 

liiasion tmm Gape Ooast Castle to Asfaantee. Wrrn a De- 
scriptive Account op that Kingdom. By the late T. Ed- 
ward BowDiCH, Esq. New Edition, with preface by his 
diiugbter, Mrs. Hale. With map of the route to Coomassie. 
Post 8ro. Price 6*. 

** A most trustworthy and graphic accoimt of the manners, language, 
customs, and government of tho Kingdom of Ashantee, and of the Gold 
Coast generally." — Standard. 

** To any one who wishes to ohtain an accurate knowledge of the power of 
tho Ashantees, and their historical relations with our settlemenfs at Oape 
Coast Castle, and that of the Dutch at Uhnina, it is invaluable." — 
Guardian. 

Joan of Arc and the Times op Charles the Seventh. By Mrs. 
Bray, Author of " Life of Stothard," etc. Post 8vo, price 7s, Gd. 

" Mrs. Bray has thoroughly studied her subject and tells the tale of the 
heroic Maid of Orleans with great ability and spirit." — Qraphie. 

** A fine, pure, and beautifiil piece of historic biography." — Art Journal. 

" No other book that we know gives this interesting period of French 
history in so readable a form.*' — Guardian. 

" Readers will rise ftom its perusal, not only with increased informa- 
tion, but with sympathies awakened and elevated." — Times. 

The Good St. Louis and His Times. By Mrs. Brat. With 
Portrait. Post 8vo, price 7s, 6d, 

" Mrs. Bray has fiimished a valuable and interesting record of Louis* 
reign." — Spectator. 

" We have here the history of one of the most saintly, and yet most 
secularly interesting, of mediaeval kings admirably.'supplied in these pages." 
— y%tf Times. 



PUBLISHED BY GEITFITH AND FAEEAN. 



IsabePs Difficulties; or, Light on the Daily Path. By M. R. 
Carey, Author of " Xhe Old Uncle's Home." With Illustra- 
tions by Absolon. Small 8vo, price 3«. Gd., gilt edges, 4«. 

" Most of the characters are well drawn and sustained. The writer has 
considerable power of deacriptiou." — Queen. 

Children of the Olden Time. By Mrs. Henry Mackarness, 
Author of "A Trap to Catch a Sunbeam." With Preface by 
J. R. Planghe. 27 Illustrations. Imperial 16mo, price 28. 6d. 

** Fresh and full of useful knowledge— these records of our ancestors when 
they were boys and girls will afford much pleasure." — Art Journal, 

Feathers and Fairies; or, Stories from the Realms of Fancy. 
By the Hon. Augusta Bethell, Author of " Echoes of an Old 
Bell," " Millicent and Her Cousins," etc. With Illustrations. 
Super Royal 16mo, price 3*. 6d, ; coloured, gilt edges, 4«. 6dL 

"The oldest and best writers for children might be proud to claim 
some of these stories." — Art Journal. 

"Some of the legends about birds arc charmingly told." — Monthly 
Packet. 

Children of the Parsonage. By the Author of '* Gerty and May." 
With Illustrations. Price 28. 6d. ; coloured, gilt edges, Ss. 6d, 

"The most delightful book, intensely natural and true to life." — 
Literary Churchman. 

Sagas from the Far East, or Kalmouk and Mongolian Tales, 
With Historical Preface and Explanatory Notes by the Author 
of **Patraua8," etc. Post 8vo, price 9«. 

" The mere lover of good stories, and the historical and ethnological 
enquirer will be equally pleased with the wonderful narratiyes." — Daily 
JVctr*. 

By the same Author, price 5s. each ; gilt edges, 55. 6</. 

Honsehold Stories from the Land of Hofer, or Popular Myths of 
Tirol, including the Rose Garden of King Laryn. With Illus- 
trations by T. Green. 

"We thank the author of 'Fatranus' for another rich treat."-— 2LW 
Journal. 

Patranas, or Spanish Stories, Legendary and Traditional. 
Illustrations by Edward H. Corbould. 

"These Fatranas contain great beauty as well as much that is new and 
curious." — Literary Churchman, 

" Delightfully chivalrous, quaint and truly Spanish."— Jfon^A/y Packet, 

" Told in a lively and graphic manner." — T^imee. 



10 NEW AND POPULAR WOBES 



AcniORIZED TRAN8LATION, WITH THB OrIOIXAL ILLUSTRATIONS. 

A Journey to the Centre of the Earth. From the French of 
JcLBB Verne. With 62 page niustrations by Riou. New 
Edition. Post Svo, price 6«. Bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7/6. 

*' A perfect trcasure-hoxue of adTentures." — Art Journal, 

** The startling story is told with a captiyatiiig air of reality, and the ilkifl- 

trations by Kiou enter thoroughly into the spirit of the test." — Daily 

Telegraph. 

The Hodem Sphinx. A Collection of Enigmas, Charades, Rebuses, 
Double and Triple Acrostics, Anaoraks, Logogrifhs, 
Metaorams, Verbal Puzzles, Conundrums, etc. Fcap.Svo, 
price 3«. 6d; gilt edges, As, 

" A charming book for the long winter nights. It includes all the best 
and excludes all that oSendM."-~iookseller. 

Spring Time; or, Words in Season. A Book for Girls. By 
SiDNET Cox. Third Edition. Small Post 8vo, price 2». 6c?. 

How to Make Dolls* Fnmitnre and to Furnish a Doll's House. 
With 70 Illustrations. Small 4to, price 2«. 

*<This capital little book will find delightful occupation for many 
holiday hours." — Nonconformist. 



WORKS BY JOHN TIMBS, F.S.A. 

Notabilia, or Curious and Amusing Pacts about Many Things. 
Explained and Illustrated by John Times, F.S.A. Post 8vo, 
price 65. 

" There is a world of wisdom in this book — every pasre tells of something 
that readers and thinkers will desire to know." — Art Journal, 

Ancestral Stories and Traditions of Oreat Families. Illustratiye 
of English History. With Frontispiece. Post 8vo, price 7$. Bd, 

" An interesting and well written book of many curious legends and his- 
torical facts."— Irtterary Churchman. 

Kooks and Comers of English life. Past and Present. With 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Post 8vo, price 6j. 

" A book which ought to find place in one of the nooks and ' comers ' of 
every library."— TAe Reliquary. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World. A Book of Curious Con- 
tributions to Natural History. Illustrations by Zwecker. 
Second Edition. Post 8vo, gilt edges, price 65. 

"Among all the books of the season that will be studied with profit and 
/ pieasura, there is not one mote meritorious in aim, or more sucoessfiil in 

execution."— -4t^enaf«m. 

/ ^ 



PUBLISHED BY 6BIFFITH AND FABBAN. 11 



BOOKS FOR EVERY CHILD. 

Bound in Elegant Covers, Itoyal 4to, price 35. Qd. each plain ; 7s, 6c?, 
coloured; 105. Qd, mounted on cloth and coloured. 

The Attractive Picture Book. A New Gift Book from the Old 
Comer, containing numerous Illustrations by eminent Artists. 

The ravourite Picture Book. With several Hundred Illustrations 
from Drawings by J. Absolon, H. K. Browne (Phiz), J, 
Gilbert, T. Landseer, J. Leech, J. S. Prout, H. Weir, Ac, 



SiiB Shillings each, cloth elegant, with Illtcstrations. 

Kingston's (W. H.G.) ** Ouzel" Galley, or Notes from an Old 
Sea Log, (bevelled boards, gilt edges. Is, Orf.) 

Three Lieutenants ; or, Naval Life in the 

Nineteenth Century, (bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s, 6d,J 

Three Gommanders; or, Active Service 



Afloat in Modern Times, (bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s. 6d,) 
Hurricane Hurry, or The Adventures op a 



Naval Officer during the American War of Independence. 
{bevelled boards, gilt edges, 7s, 6d.J 

Three Hidshipmen (The). New Edition, with 



24 Illustrations by G. Thomas, Portoh, etc. {levelled 
boards, gilt edges, 7s. %d.) 

Ice Haiden and other Stories. By Hans Ceoustian Andersen. 
39 Illustrations by Zwecker. (Gilt edges,) 

Journey to the Centre of the Earth. Authorized Translation. 
From the French of Jules Verne. New Edition. With 
53 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. (Bevelled bds,, gilt edges, 7s 6d,) 

Memorable Battles in English History; Where Fought, wht 
Fought, and their Results. With Lives of the Com- 
manders. By W. H. Davenport Adams. Post 8vo. 

** Of the care and honesty of the author's labour the book giyes ah 
-pTOOt.^—AthetuJBum. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World. lE^^ ^Sois^Tiassw^* 




12 NEW AXD POPULAB WORKS 



FivB Shillings each, Small Post Svo, cloth elegant; 

bs. 6d., gilt edges, with Illustrations by Zwecker, Corlould, 

Lawson, Priolo, and other eminent Artists. 

AdventnreB of Hans Sterk, Thb South African Hunteb and 
Pioneer. By Colonel Dratson, Author of *' Tales of the 
Outspan," " The Gentleman Cadet," etc. 

** From flnt to last, it is ftill of life and rariety, and irill also gire boys 
some knowledge of the people of South AMca and their mode of life." — 

Early Start in life (The). By Emilia Marrtat Norris. 

" Mrs. Norris has established her own fame, and her paternity is clearly 
proved by the *■ knack in story telling she inherits from her rather.' *' — 
Art Journal. 

Gentleman Cadet (The) : His Career and Adventures at the Royal 
Academy, Woolwich. By Libct.-Colonel Drayson. 

Gerald and Harry, or The Boys in the North. By Emilia 
Marryat Norris. 

Hair-Breadth Escapes, or. The Adventures of Three Boys in 
South Africa. By the Rev. H. 0. Adams. 

Heroes of the Gmsades. By Barbara Button. Post 8vo. 

** The most romantic history of the Middle Ages, skilfully narrated for the 
delight and instruction of the young.'* — British Quarterly. 

"Borne Life in the Highlands. By Lilias Graeme. With Ulna- 
trations by 0. D. Murray. Post 8vo, price 65. 

'* A charming book ; the real highland atmosphere breathes through- 
out ; the descriptions have all the effect of being taken from the life." — 
Athen(Bum. 

Household Stories from the land of Hofer, or Popular Mythr 
OP Tirol, including the Rose Garden op King Laryn. 

John Beane of Nottingham, His Adventures and Exfloits: 
a Tale of the Times of TVilliam of Orange and Queen Anne. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. 
" Full of exciting adventures, capitally told.'* — Literary Churchman. 

Out on the Pampas, or The Young Settlers. By G. A. Henty, 

Author of ** The Young Franc Tireurs," etc. 

"Just the book bovs like, and they will find, as we did, that it is not 
easy to laj it down till aW fho yoxmg B«\X\at'% Xxo-vs^a^Ve^ «xul adventures 
have come to an end.'* — Gro2)Mc. 
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Patranias, or Spanish StobibSt Lboekdabt and Traditional. 
By the Author of *< Household Stories." 

Swift and Sure, or Thb Cabeeb of Two Brothebs. By Alfbbd 
Elwes. 
" A clever, well written book."— ^rrtisA Quarterly. 

Tales of the Saracens. By Babbaba Huttok. 
Tales of the White Cockade. By Babbaba Button. 

"A most pleasant and well written narrative of the Stuarts in their 
exile.** — Timet. 
" A history as romantic as any nffv^.**— Saturday Review. 

Toung Franc Tireuis (The), and theib adventures dubtng the 
Fbanco-Pbussian War. Second Edition. By G. A. Hbnty, 
Special Correspondent of the Standard, 

''Abounds with thrilling adventures and hairbreadth escapes, and 
when once begun will be eagerly read to its close." — Daily Review. 



Fcajp. 8vOj with Illustrations, price Five Shillings, gill 

edges. 

Dalton's (W.) Lost in Ceylon; the Adventures in the Woods and 
Wilds of the Lion King of Kandy. 

Elwes' (A.) Frank and Andrea, or Forest Life in Sardinia. 

Guy Elvers, or A Boy*s Stbuggles in the Gbeat World. 

Lnke Ashleigh, or School Life in Holland. 

Paul Blake, or A Boi's Pebils in Cobsioa and Monte 
Cbisto. 

Kingston's (W. H. G.) Tme Blae, or, The Life and Advbntubes 
OF A Bbitisu Seaman of the Old School. 

„ Will Weatherhelm, or The Tabn of an Old Sailor 
about his Eably Life. 

Keptnne's Heroes, or The Sea Kings of England, fbou Hawkins 
TO Fbankun. By W. H. Davbnpobt Adams. 

" We trust Old England may ever have writers as readv and able to inter- 
pret to her children the noble lives of her greatest men."— ^^Aeneeum. 



9f 



Little Gipsy (The). By Elie Sauyage. Translated by Anna 
Blaokwell . Profusely illustrated by Ebnest Fbough. Small 
4to, price 5». ; extra cloth, gilt pdgesy Qs, 
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MlMion from Gape Coast Oastte to Aahantee. By the late T. £. 
BowDiOH, Esq. New edition, with map of the route to 
Ckwmassie. Price 5«. 

Merry Songs for Little Voicee. Words by ^Irs. Broderip. Music 
by Thumas Murbt. With 40 Illustrations. Fcap. 4to, price 5s. 

Stories from the Old and New Testaments. By the Rev. B. H. 
Draper. With 48 Engravings. Fifth edition, price 5s. 



Four Shillings and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, with 
Illustrations ; or with gilt edges, hs, 

Alda Graham ; and her Brother Philip. By Emilia Marryat 

NORRIS. 

Book of Oats (The): a Chit-chat Chronicle of Feline Facts and 
Fancies. By Charles H. Ross. 

Casimir, the Little Exile. By Caroline Pbaohey. 

Castles, and their Heroes. By Barbara Hutton. 

Favourite Fables in Prose and Verse. With 24 beautiful Illus- 
trations from Drawings by Harrison Weir. Small 4to. 

** True to the name. They are well got up, tastefully bound, and above 
all things illustrated by the graceful pencil of our old friend Harrison 
Weir."--y%e Times. 

" The drawings are wonderfully graphic and appropriate." — The Queen. 

Fiery Gross (The), or the vow op Montrose. By Barbara Hutton. 
Illustrations by J. Lawson. 

Mandarin's Daughter (The): A Story of the Great Taeping 
Rebellion. By Samuel Mobsman. 

Modem British Plutarch (The), or Lives of Men Distinguished 
in the recent History of our Country for their Talents, 
Virtues, and Achievements. By W. C. Taylor, LL.D. 

Oak Stairoase, (The) or The Stories of Lord and Lady Desmond 
a Narratire of the Times of James II. By Mary and Catherine 
Lee. Second Edition. 

Tales and Legends of Saxony and Lusatia. By W. Westall. 

Theodora: a Tale for Girls. By Emiua Marryat Norris. 

Trimmer's History of the Bobins. Written for the Instruction of 
Children on their treatment of Animals. With 24 beautiful 
Engravings from Drawings by Harrison Weir. 

" The delicious story of Dicksy^ Flapsy, and Pecksy, who can have for- 
gotten it ? It is as fresh to-day as it was hiedf a century Bjgo.^—Art Journal. 

" The Ulustrations by Harrison Weir will tend to raise it even higher in 
the estimation of others besides the inmates of the nursery."-' 2%e I^knes. 

^ Zipponhf the Jewisli UaLdeu. By M, E. Bewshbr. 



it 
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Three Shillings and Sixpence plain ; or coloured plates and 

gilt edgesy Four Shillings and Sixpence, Super Royal 

16m(?, cloth elegant, with Illustrations by Harrison Weir, 

Phiz, Pinwell, Tom Hood, Keyl, etc. 

Aunt Jenny's American Pets. By Gathebinb C. Hopley. Author 
of "Life in the South,*' etc.. Small Post 8vo. 

'* Miss Hopley writes lightly and brightly, and knows how to make 
knowledge interesting." — Timet. 
' " Full of anecdotes relating to American birds. A good deal is told of 

life in the Southern States. The book will instruct while it amuses." — 
Tciblet. 

Blind Man's Holiday, or Short Tales fob the Nubsebt. By 
the Author of " Mia and Charlie." 

Broderip (Mrs.) Grosspatch, the Cricket, and the Coont^pane: 

a Patchwork of Story and Song. 

My Orandmother's Budget of Stories and Yebses. 

Tales of the Toys. Told by Themselves. 

Tiny Tadpole, and otheb Tales. 
Cousin Triz, and heb Welcome Tales. By Georgdlna Graie. 
Cosmorama: the Manners and Gustobis of all Nations of the 

WOBLD DESOBIBED. By J. ASPIN. 

Distant Homes, or The Gbahau Family in New Zealand. By 
Mrs. I. E. Aylbieb. 

. Early Days of English Princes. By Mrs. Eussell Gbay. New 
and enlarged edition. 

Echoes of an Old Bell, and otheb Tales of Faiby Lobb. By 
the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Facts to Correct Fancies, or Shobt Nabbatiyes of Remabkable 
Women. 

Faggots for the Fireside, or Tales of Fact and Fancy. By 
Peter Paeley. 

Fairy Land, or Rbobbation fob the Rising Genebation, in Prose 

and Verse. By Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. 

Hood, Jun. Second edition* 

** These Tales are charming. Before it goes into the Nursery, we recom- 
mend all grown-up people should study * Fairy Land.' **— Blackwood. 

Feathers and Fairies, or Stobies fbom thb Realms of Fancy. 
By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Garden (The), or Fbedebiok's Monthly Instbuotion fob thb 
Management and Fobmation of a Floweb Gabden. With 
Illustrations by Sowebby. 68, coloured. 
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Gxmimy'i Wondeorftil Chair, and m Talks of Faikt Tdcbs. By 
Fsamgh Blown. 

Haooo the Bwmif, or The Town on thb MouKTAnr, and other 
Tales. By Ladt Lushdcoton. 

** Enthunasm is n«t oar nsoal fiuhioiu but the excellence of tkese stories 
is so greatly above the average of most clever tales for the play-room, that 
m are tempted te reward the author with admiratioii.'' — Atkenentm. 

Bappy Home (The), or Thb Ghildbbn at thb Red .House. By 
Lady Lushinoton. Second Edition. 

Helen in Switzerland. By the Hon. Augusta Bethbll. 

Holidayi among the Mountains, or Scenes and Stobies of Wales. 
By M. Betham Edwabds. 

lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. Written and Blustrated 
by C. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Engravings. Fcap. 4to. 

" The work of a >ian who is sore to put some touch of a peculiar genius 
into whatever he does."— Pa// Mall GcueUe. 

Hnxiery Times, or Stobies about the Little Onbs. By an Old 
Nnrse. 

Flay Boom Stories, or How to kakb Peace. By GBOBoiiNA M. 

Cbaik. 
Peep at the Pbdes (A), or Leoends of the West. By Mrs. Bbat. 

Scenes and Stories of the Bhine. By M. Betham Edwabds. 

Seven Birthdays (The), or The Childben of Fobtune. By 
Kathleen Knox. 

Starlight Stories, told to Bbight Eteb and Listening Eabs. 
By Fannt Lablaohe. 

Stories of Edward, and his LrrrLB Fbiendb. 

Tales of Magic and Meaning. Written and Illustrated by Alfbed 
Gbowquill. 

Visits to Beechwood Farm. By Gathabine Cowfeb. 



Thre$ Shillmgs and Sin^nce plain, in clolh elegant, or with 
gilt edges, price 4«., with Ultcstrations hy eminent Artists, 

Almeria's Castle, or Mt Eablt Life in India and England. By 
Ladt Lushinoton. 

** The Authoress has a veiy graphic pen, and brings before our eyes, with 
singular vividness, the locahties and modes of life sne aims to describe/' — 
London Review, 

Clement's Trial and Victory, or Sowing and Reafing. By the 
/ Author of "Little Lisette,** &q. 
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Grey Towers; or Aunt Hetty's Will. By M. M. Pollabd. 

Isabers DifficnltieB, or Light on the Dailt Path. By M. R. Gabet. 

Joachim's Spectacles : A Legend of Flobenthal. By M. & C. Lee. 

EiligBton's (W.H.G.) Fred Iffarkham in Buasia, or, The Bot 
Travellers in the Land of the Czar. 

Manco the Peravian Chief. Third Edition. 

Mark Seaworth; a Tale of the Indian Ocean. 

Peter the Whaler; ms Early Life and Adventures 
IN THE Arctic Regions. Sixth Edition. 

Salt Water, or Neil D*Arcy'b Sea Life and Adventures. 

" There is about all Mr. Kingston's tales a spirit of hopefulness, honesty, 
and cheery good principle, which makes them most wholesomei as wdl 
as most interesting reading." — Era. 

** With the exception of Capt. Marryat, we know of no English author 
who will compare with Mr. Kingston as a writer of books of nautical 
adventure." — Illustrated Hews. 

Kit Bam, the British Sinhad, or The Yarns of an Old Mariner. 
By Mary Oowdbn Clarke. Fcap. 8vo. 

Lee (Mrs.) Anecdotes of the Habits and Instinots of Animals. 

Fifth Edition. Post 8vo. Illustrated by Weir. 

Anecdotes of the Habits and Instiiiots of Birds, Beptiles, 

and Pishes. Fourth Edition. Illustrated by Weir. 

** Mrs. Lee^s authorities— to name only one, Professor Owen— are for the 
most part first-rate.*' — Athenamm. 

Adventures in Australia, or The Wanderings of Captain 
Spencer in the Bush and the Wilds. Third Edition. 

The African Wanderers, or The Wanderings of Carlo? 
AND Antonio; embracing interesting Descriptions of 
the Manners and Customs of the Western Tribes, 
and the Natural Productions of the Country, fifth 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

Louisa Broadhurst; or First Experiences. By A. M. 

My School Bays in Paris. By Margaret S. Jeunb. With 
Illustrations. Small Post 8vo. 

** "We can record our very high appreciation of this narratiye. Girls will 
read it with interest, and heads of girls' sdiools study it with profit." — 
LUerary Churehtnan. 

Meadow Leo, or The Gipst Children. Fcap. 8vo. 

Millioent and Her Cousins. By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 
Author of *^ Helen in Switzerland,*' etc. Second Edition. 
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" A capital book for girls. Bright, sparklinpr* and full of life, yet never 
transgressing limitsof good taste and probabili^." — 2%e Guardian. 

North Pole (The) ; and How Chabub Wilson Discovered It. By 
the Author of ** Realms of the Ice King," &c 
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Onr Old Unole^s Home; avd what the Botb did there. By 
Mother Caret. With Illustrations by Walter Crakb. 

** The stor^ vill tend to make both old and young more tolerant of each 
other's peciiliarities."— AMtfiuetim. 

Bosamond Fane, or the Prisoners of St. James. By Mart and 
Catherine Lee. Anthers of *< Lncy's Campaign," " The Oak 
Staircase.** Second Edition. 

" The eventful story of Charles the First's children, very well told." — 
Athenteum. 

The Triumphs of Steam, or Stories from the Lives of Watt, 
Arkwrioht, and Stephenson. Fifth Edition. 

The Whispers of a Shell, or Stories of the Sea. By Frakges 
Freeling Broderif. 

Wild Boses, or Simple Stories of Country Life. By Frances 
FUEELINa Broderip. 

Young Governess (The). By the Author of ^< Gerty and May.** 



UTiree Shillings and Sixpence each. 

Berries and Blossoms : a Verse Book for Young People. By T. 
Westwood, Author of " The Quest of the Sangerall.'* Second 
Edition. Imperial 16mo, price Ss, 6d, 

Bible Illustrations, or A Description of Manners and Customs 
peculiar to the East. By the Rev. B. H. Draper. Fourth 
Edition. Revised by Dr. Kjtto. 

British History Briefly Told (The), and a description of the 
Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the English. 

Clara Hope, or The Blade and the Ear. By Miss Milner. 

Frontispiece by Birket Foster. 
Dissections for Young Children. In a Neat Box. Price 3$. 6d. each. 



1. Joseph and Moses. 

2. Our Saviour. 



3. Mother Hubbard. 

4. Cock Robin. 



Four Seasons (The) ; A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, 

being Four Lectures written for the Working Men's Institute, 

Paris. With Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 

" Distinguished bv extreme clearness and teems with information of a 
useful and popular character." — Ouardian. 

Family Bible Newly Opened (The); with Uncle GkwDwm's 

Account op it. By Jeffreys Taylor. Fcap. 8vo. 

" A very good account of the Sacred Writings, adapted to the tastes, 
feelings, and intelligence of young peo^ple *'^JEducational Times. 

Glimpses of Nature, and Objects of Interest described durino 
A Visit to the Isle of Wight. By Mrs. Loudon. Forty- 
one IllustrationB. 
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History of the BobinB (The). By Mrs. Tbihmeb. In Words of 
One Syllable. Edited by the Bey. Ghablbs Swbtb, M.A. 
Snper-royal 16mo. 

Hist(Mical Acting Charades, or Amusebobnts fob Winteb Eteninos. 
By the Author of " Cat and Dog/* etc. New Edition. Fcap.8vo. 
** A rare book for Ohristmas paxtdes, and of praoticalTalue."— iZ/tix^a^ed 
ITetot. 

How to be Happy, or Fairy Gifts. 

In£EUxt Amusements, or How to makb a Nubsert Happy. With 

Practical Hints on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. 

By W. H. G. Kingston. Post 8vo. 

''We urge parents most strongly to obtain this book forthwith ; we know 
of no book that can compare with it in practical value. Each Chaptbk 
IS WORTH THE PRICE OP THE BOOK.** — (Hw Oum Firttide, 

Lizzie's Secret. A Stoby fob Littlb Childbbn. Written and 

Hlnstrated by Adelaide A. Maouibb. 

<'Told in a bewitchingly simple and straightforward manner." — Art 
Journal. 

Letters item Sarawak, addbbssbd to a CniiiD, embracing an 
Account of the Manners, Customs, and Religion of the In- 
habitants of Borneo. By Mrs. M'Douoall. 

Man's Boot (The), and otheb Stobibs in Wobds of One Syllable. 
Illustrations by ELabbison Weib. 

The Mine, or Subtebbanean Wondebs. An Account of the Opera- 
tions of the Miner and the Products of his Labours. 

Might not Bight, or Stobibs of the Dibooyeby and Conquest 
OF Amebica. 

Modem Sphinx (The). A Collection of Entomas, Chabades, 
AoBOSTios, Anaobamb, Vebbal Puzzles, Conundbumb, &c. 

Our Eastern Empire, or Stobibs fbom the Histoby of Bbitish 
India. Second Edition. 

Sunbeam: a Fairy Tale. By Mrs. Pibtzkeb. 



Three Shillings and Sixpence plain ; Five Shillings coloured. 

Bear King (The) : a Narrative confided to the Marines by Jambs 
Gbbenwood. With Illustrations by EbnbstGbiset. Small 4to. 

** More than amusing.**— <SSa<ur(faj( Review. 

"Ably supported by Griset's drawings."— JLtAenowm. 

Buzz a Buzz, or The Bees, from the German of William Busoh. 
By the Author of " My Bee Book." With 135 l\k\va\!»i«ass^. 
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FtoiiUar Natural Hiitory. With 42 Illastrations by Habbibok 
Wkdl 
•»• Also, in Two Vols., entitled "British Animals and Birds," 
^ Foreign Animals and Birds.** 2& each, plain ; 2s. Gd. colonred. 

(Ad Nune's Book of Bhymee, Jinglea, and Ditties. lUnstrated 
by C. H. BKJonnr. Third Edition. Ninety Engravings. Gilt 
edges. 

Three Shillings plain; Four Shillings and Siaspence 

colouredj gilt edges. 

Fun and Earnest, or Rhtmbs with Reason. By D*Arct W. 
Thompson. Illustrated by Chables Bennett. Imperial 16mo. 

Mammals Morning Gossips, or Littlb Brrs for Littlb Birds. 
Being Easy Lessons for One Month in Words of One Syllable, 
and a Story to read for each Week. With 50 Ulnstrations. 



Price Three Shillings^ or with gilt edges, Three Shillings 

and Sis^ence. 

Onr Sdldiers, or Anecdotes of the Campaigns and Gallant 
Deeds of the British Army during the Reign of Heb 
Majesty Queen Victoria. By W. H. G. Kingston. With 
Frontispiece. Third Edition. With an acconnt of the Abtssinian 
Expedition. Fcap. 8yo. 

Onr Sailors, or Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant 

Deeds of the British Natt. With Frontispiece. Third 

Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 

" Tliese Tolumes abundantly proye that both our ofBcers and men in the 
Army and Navy have been found as ready as ever to dare and to do as 
was dared and done of yore, when led by a Nelson or a Wellington." 

Lnoy's Campaign: a Story of Adventure. By Mart and 
Catherine Lee. Fcap. 8yo. 

Fictores of Girl Life. By Catherine Augusta Howell. Fcap. 8yo. 

Fruits of Enterprise, EXHiBnED in the Travels of Belzoni in 
Egypt and Nubia, Fourteenth Edition. With Six Engravings 
by Birket Foster, Price 3». 

Two Shillings and Sixpence plain, or Three Shillings and 
Sixpence coloured and gilt edges, Super Royal IGmo, clolh 
elegant, with Illustrations hy various artists. 

Adventures and Experiences of Biddy Dorking and of the Fat 
Frog. Edited by ^Ixa. ^. Ci. ILklu, 
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Alice and Beatrice. By Qbandmamma. 

Amy's Wish, and What Came of It: a Fairy Tale. 

Angelo, or The Pine Forest among the Alps. By Gebaldinb 
E. Jbwsbury. Second Edition. 
" As pretty a child's story as one might look for oa a winter's day."— 
JExaminer. 

Cat and Dog, or Memoirs of Puss and the Captain. Illustrated 
by Weir. Tenth Edition. 

Crib and Fly: a Tale of Two Terriers. 

Day of a Baby Boy (The). By E. Berger. Third Edition. 

Discontented Children (The), and how they were Cured. By M. 
and E. Kirby. Third Edition. 

Doll and Her Friends (The), or Memoirs of the Lady Seraphina. 
By the Author of " Oat and Dog." Fifth Edition. 

Early Dawn (The), or Stories to Think about. Second Edition. 

Fairy Gifts, or A "Wallet of Wonders. By Katherine Knox, 
Author of "Father Time's Story Book." 

Faithful Honnd (The) : a Story in Verse, founded on Fact. By 
Lady Thomas. Imperial 16mo. 

Featherland, or How the Birds Lived at Greenlaavn. By G. 
M. Fenn. 

Fmrny Fables for Little Folks. Second Edition. 

Gerty and May. Third Edition. 

" A charming book for children. Though the story is ftill of fun, the 
moral is never lost sight of." — Literary Churchman, 

By the same Author. 

Children of the Parsonage. 

Granny's Story Box. New Edition. With 20 Eugravings. 

Onr White Violet. Second Edition. 

Sunny Days, or A Month at the Great Stowe. 

The Kew Baby. 

Jack Frost and Betty Snow ; with other Tales for Wintery Nights 
and Rainy Days. Second Edition. 

Julia Maitland, or, Pride goes before a Fall. Bt M. and E. 
Kirby. 

Lee (Mis. B.) Playing at Settlers, or The Faggot House. 

,, Tweiye Stories of the Sayings and Doings of Animals. 

Little Child's Fable Book. Arranged Progressively in One, Two 
and Three Syllables. 16 Page Dlustrations. 4$, Sd, coloured,, 
gilt edges. 
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live Toys, or Anbcdotbs of our Foub-legoed and othsb Pets. 
Lost in the Jungle; A Tale of the Indian Mutint. Bj 

AUODSTA Ma&RYAT. 

Our Home in the Manh Land, or Days of Auld Lang Stne. 

By E. L. T. 
Deptnne: or The Autobiookapht of a Newfoundland Dog. 

By the same Author. 
Odd Stories about Animals: told in Short and Easy Words. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Readers in Tiny Words. With TweWe 
Illustrations by Weir. Fourth Edition. 

Txottie*s Story Book : True Tales in Short Words and Large 
Type. Fifth Edition. Eight niustrations by Weir. 

Tuppy, or The Autobioorapht of a Donkey. Illustrated by 
Harbison Weir. Third Edition. 

Norzis (Emilia Marryat) A Week by Themselves. 

Adrift on the Sea, or The Ghildrbn's Esoapb. 

Children*8 Fic-Nic (The), and what game of it. 

Oeofi&y's Great Fault. 

Harry at School. Second Edition. 

Long Evenings, or Stories for my Little Friends. 

Paul Howard's Captivity, and why he escaped. 

Seaside Home, and the Smugglers* Cave. 

Snowed Up, or The Hut in the Forest. 

Stolen Cherries, or Tell the Truth at Once. 

What became of Tommy. 

Scripture Histories for Little Children. With Sixteen Illustrations 
by John Gilbert 
Contents : — The History of Joseph — History of Moses — ^History 
of our Saviour— The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold sqiaratdy 6cL each, plain ; Is. coloured. 

Story of Jack and the Giants. With Thirty-five Illustrations by 
Richard Doyle. , 

** In Doyle*s drawings we have wonderful conceptions, which will secure 
the book a place amongst the treasures of collectors, as well as excite the 
imaginations of children/' — Illustrated Times. 

Stories of Julian and His Playfellows. Written by his Mamma. 

Tales from Catland. Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. 
By an Old Tabby. Fifth Edition. 
** A combination of quiet humour and sound sense." — Lady's Newspaper. 

Talking Bird (The), or The Little Girl who knew what was 
GOiNa TO happen. By M. and E. Eirby. Second Edition. 

Tittle Tattle; and other Stories for Children. By the Author of 
"Little Tales for Tiny ToW' ^^^• 
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Two Shillings and Stsypmce, with Illustrations, cloth 
elegant, or with gilt edges. Three Shillings. 

A Child's Influence, or EIathlben and heb Gbbat Unglb. By 
Lisa Lockyer. Fcap. 8vo. 

** It shows how great is the power of a loving child to influence her 
seniors." — Western Morning News. 

Adyentures of Kwei, the Chinese Girl. By the Author of "Little 
Lisette," " Clement's Trial and Victory," etc. 

Bertrand Du Guesdin, the Hero of Brittany. By Emilb db 
BoNNECHOSE. Translated by Maboabet S. Jeune. 

"The high tone of feeling with which it is written makes it 8X>ecially 
valuable as an educational book, taking education in the sense of formation 
of character. All boys will enjoy it for the scenes of adventure and hero- 
ism through which it leads them." — Literary Churchman, 

Comer Cottage, and Its Inmates, or Tbust in God. By Fbancbs 

OSBOBNE. 

Father Time's Story Book for the Little Ones. By Kathleen 
Knox, Author of " Fairy Gifts," &c. 
" Gharmingly and impressively told." — Art Journal, 

From Feasant to Frince, or The Life of Alexander Prince 
Menbohikoff. From the Russian by Madame Pietzker. 

" A charming Bussian tale, tracing the steps of Menschikoff from the 
time of his being a poor lad, to his exaltation under Peter the Great."— 
Daily Review. 

William AUair, or Running awat to Sea. By Mrs. H. Wood, 
Author of " The Channings,'* etc. 

"There is a fascination about Mrs. Wood's writings from which neither 
old nor young can escape." — BelVs Messenger. 

Davenport's (Ifoi.) Constance and Kellie, or The Lost Will. 

„ Our Birthdays, and How to Improve them. 

„ The Happy Holidays, or Brothers and Sisters at Home. 

„ The Holidays AbroHEbd, or Right at Last. 



Two Shillings and Sixpence each. 

The Book of Bemembrance for every Day in the Year. 
With blank spaces for recording Weddings, Birthdays, &c. 
With Oxford Border Printed in Red. Gilt edges. 

Children of the Olden Time. By the Author of <' A Trap to Catch 
a Sunbeam.*' 27 Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 

The Boy's Own Toy Maker: a Practical Illustrated Guide to the 
useful employment of Leisure Hours. By E. Landells. With 
Two Hundred Cuts. Ninth Edition. Royal 16mo. 
*' A new and valuable form of endless amusement." — Noneonformiit, 
"We recommend it to all who have children to be instructed and 
amused.' ' — Hconomist. 
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Tha Girl's Own Toy Maker, amd Book of RECREATioir. By E. 
and A. Ljlndells. Sixth Edition. With 200 Blustrations. 
** A perfect magasiBe of infonnation.'*— //Auf rated Newt of the World, 

Black and White Picture Book; a Collection of Amusing and 
Comical Fig^es. Fcap. 4to. 

Nursery Nonsense, or Rhtmes without Reason. By D*Abot W. 

Thompson. Sixty lUustrationa by C. H. Bsnnbit. Second 

Edition. Imperial 16mo, or with coloured plates, ^It edges, is, StL 

** The ftinniest book we have afiea for an age, and quite as harmless as 
hearty." — Dailjf Seoiew, 



COMICAL PICTUEE BOOKS. 

Uniform in Size with "The Struwwelpeter.'* 
Two Shiiltngs and Staopence eachj with Sixteen large 
Coloured Plates, fancy boards; or mounted on cloth, One 

Shilling extra. 

Careless Chicken (The). By the Babon Krakkmhides. lUastrated 
by Alfbed Cbowquill. 

Funny Leayes for the Younger Branches. By the Babon 
KRAKRifsiDKfl. Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 

Laugh and Grow Wise. By the Senior Owl of Ivy Hall. 

Loves of Tom Tucker and Little Bo-Peep. Written and Ulna- 
trated by Thomas Hood, 

Nursery Fun, or The Little Folks' Picture Book. The nias- 
trations by C. H. Bennett. 

Picture Fables. Written and Illustrated by Alfred Crowquill. 

Speotropia, or Surprising Spectral Illusions, showing Ghosts 
everywhere, and of any Colour. By J. H. Brown. Fifth 
Edition. 
" One of the best toy books we have seen." — Atherueum. 
" A clever book. The illusions are founded on true scientific principles." 
—Chemical News. 

Upside Down : a Series of Amusing Pictures from Sketches by the 
late W. McCoNNELL, with Verses by Thomas Hood. 
** Ludicrous and axansmg.^^—IllustreUed Timet. 



Two Shillings, cloth elegant, with Illustrations, or with 
coloured plates, gilt edges, Three Shillings. 

Chit Chat, or Short Tales in Short Words. 
ConversationB on the Life of Jesus Christ. By a Mother. 
£ai7 Lessons, or Leading-strings to Knowledge. 
/ JVuinj and Her Mamma, or ISiK&x Iic&«Ai^& for Children. 



\ 
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Good in Everything, or The Eably History of Gilbert 
Harland. By Mrs. Harwell. Second Edition. 

InfjBAtine Knowledge : a Spelling and Reading Book on a Popniar 
Plan. Tenth Edition. 

Little Lessons for Little Learners, in Words of One Syllable. By 
Mrs. Barwell. Eleventh Edition. 

Little Header (The) : a Progressive Step to Knowledge. 

Hamma's Bible Stories, tor her Little Bots and Girls. 
Sixteenth Edition. 

Mamma's Bible Stories (A Sequel to). Sixth Edition. 

Mamma's Lessons, for her Little Boys and Girls. 16th Edition. 

Silver Swan (The) : a Fairy Tale. By ]VLu>ame de Ghatelain. 
niustrated by John Leech. 

Scenes of Animal Life and Character, from Nature and 
Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J. B. 4to, fancy boards. 

" Truer, heartier, more playfid, or more enjoyable sketches of animal 
life could scarcely be found anywhere.*' — Spectator. 

Sunday Lessons for Little Children. By Mrs. Barwell. 

Tales of School Life. By Agnes Loudon. Illustrations by 
Absolon. Second Edition. Royal 16mo. 

Wonders of Home, in Eleven Stories (The). By Grandfather 
Grey. Fourth Edition. Royal 16mo. 



Two Shillings each. 

Confessions of a Lost Dog (The). Reported by her Mistress, 
Frances Power Cobbe. With a Photograph of the Dog from 
Life, by Frank Haes. Super-royal 16mo. 

How to Make Dolls* Fnmitore and to Furnish a Dollys House. 

With 70 Ulustrationa. Imperial 16mo. 

Illnstrated Paper Model Maker. By E. Landells. 

Rhymes and Pictures about Bread, Tea, Sugar, Cotton, Goals, 
AND Gold. By William Newman. Seventy-two Illustrations. 
Price 2s. plain ; 3s. 6<f. coloured, 
*^* Each Subject may be had separately. Qd, plain ; Is. coloured. 

Sunday Evenings with Sophia, or Little Talks on Great 
Subjects. Fcap. 8vo. 

Home Amusements: a Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, 
Conundrums, Parlour Games, and Forfeits. 

Key to Knowledge, or Thinos in Common Use simply and 
SHORTLY EXPLAINED. Thirteenth Edition. 

The Surprising Adventures of the piumsy Boy Crusoe. By 
Charles H. Ross. With Twenty-three Coloured Dlustrationa. 
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The Remarkable History of the HoiiBe that Jack Built. Ulna- 
trated and Illuminated by the Son of a Qenius. Coloured. 

The Ladder to Learning: a Collection of Fables, arranged pro- 
gressively in Words of One, Two, and Three Syllables. 

The Young Vooaliat : a Collection of Twelve Songs, each with an 
Accompaniment for the Pianoforte, selected from Mozart, Weber, 
Mendelssohn, Spohr, etc. By Mrs. Mouncey Bartholomew, 
Associate of the Philharmonic Society. 4to, price 28, imitation 
cloth ; or 38, 6€L bound in extra cloth, gilt edges. 

" These Lyrics are selected and composed for children who are too young 
to sing operatic or romantic songs or too old for those founded on nursery 
talcs. Ilie melodies are all of a suitable compass, so that the voices 
may not be injured by practice at an early ags." — Extract from Preface, 

'* Arranged with the best possible taste and sldlL**— iftf<io(U World, 



One Shilling and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, with 
j Illustrations. 

Always Happy, or Anecdotes of Felix and his Sisteb Sebena. 
Among the Brigands, and other Tales of Adventure. By Mrs. 

BOWEN. 

Animal Histories. The Doo. 

Animal Histories. The Robins and Mouse. 

Brave Nelly ; or, Weak Hands and a Wiluno Heart. 

Christian Elliott, or Mrs. Dany£r*s Prize. 

Female Christian Names, and their Teachings. By Mrs. 

Brohfield. Gilt edges. 
Grandmamma's Belies, and her Stories about theu. By K E. 

BowEN. Author of "Jack the Conqueror,** "Dick and his 

Donkey,** *'Robin*8 Christmas Eve,** etc. 
Holiday Tades. By Florence Wilford. Author of << Nigel 

Bartram*8 Ideal,** etc. 
Humhle Life: a Tale of Humble Homes. By the Author, of 

** Gerty and May,*' &c. 
Kingston's (W. H. G.) Child of the Wreck: or. The Loss of 

THE RoTAL GeOROB. 

Heroic Wife (The); or, The Adventures of 

A Family on the Banks of the Amazon. 
Lady Stoddart's Scottish Tales. 

Little Lisette, the Orphan of Alsace. By the Author of '^ Louis 

Michaud,** etc. Second Edition. 
Little Boehuck (The), from the German. Illustrated by Losson. 

Fancy boards (2*. coloured). 
Poetry and Nature. Short Poems and Trimmer*s Introductioit. 
Tales for Boys. Harrt*s Houdat, and Neves Wrong. 
Tales for Girls. Mrs. Lek^ster's School, and Right and Wrong. 
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Trimmer's (Urs.) Old Testament Lessons. With 40 Engrayings. 
Trimmer's (Hm) New Testament Lessons. With 40 Engravings. 
Wrecked, Not Lost; or Thb Pilot Aia> ms Companions. By the 
Hon. Mrs. Dundas^ 

THE FAVOURITE LIBRARY. 

One Shilling each, cloth elegant, or, the set in neat cloth 

Box J 15s. 
A Series of Works for the Young; each Volmne with an Illustra- 
tion by a well-known Artist. 

1. The Eskdale Herd Boy. Br Lady Stoddart. 

2. Mrs. Leicester's SchooL By Ghables and Masy Lamb. 

3. The History of The Bobins. By Mbs. Trimmeb. 

4. Memoir of Bob, The Spotted Terrier. 

5. Keeper's Travels in Search of His Master. 

6. The Scottish Orphans. By Lady Stoddast. 

7. Never Wrong; or, the Yoong Disputant; and **It was only 

in Pun." 

8. The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse. 

9. Easy Introduction to the Knowledge of Nature. By Mbs. 

Tbimmeb. 

10. Bight and Wrong. By the Author of << Always Happy." 

11. Harry's Holiday. By Jefebbys Taylob. 

12. Short Poems and Hymns for Ohildren. 

The above may be had^ Two Volumes bound in One, at Is, Qd. each. 

The Headlong Career and Woeful Ending of Precocious Piggy. 

Written for his Children, by the late Thomas Hood. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Printed in Colours, price Is., or 2s, 
mounted on cloth. 
" The illustrations are intensely humorous.*' — The Critic. 

Johnny Miller ; ob Tbuth and Pebsbyebangb. By Fbancis Weiss. 
Price Is. 

Hand Shadows, to be thrown upon the Wall. By Henby Bubsill. 
First and Second Series, each containing Sixteen Original 
Designs. New Edition. 41;o, price Is. plain, Is. 6d, coloured. 
" Uncommonly clever— some wonderfid effects are produced."-'7%« Press. 

Nine Lives of a Cat (The) : a Tale of Wonder. Written and Illus- 
trated by C. H. Bennett. Twenty-four Coloured Engravings, 
sewed, price Is. 

" Bidi in the quaint humour and fanov that aman of genius knows how 
to spare for the enlivenment of chUdxen." ^Examiner. 

Primrose Pilgrimage (The) : a Woodland Story. By M. Bbtham 
Edwabds. Illustrated by Maoquoid. Price Is. 

<*One of the best books of children's verse that has appeared since the 
early days of Mary Howitt.** — Nonconformist. 
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Bhoda; or, Thk Excellekcb of Chajutt. Fourth Edition, price Is. 

Short and Simple PrayezB, for thb Usb of Yodno Chiij>bbn. 

With HymnA. Ninth Edition, price Is, 

Golden -WoidB for Children From the Book op Life, in English, 
French and Gorman. Illustrated Cards in a Packet. Price Is, 

DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS. 
Mounted on cloth with coloured plates^ One Shilling each. 

8. LiTTLB Rhymes fob Ltttlb 
Folks. 

9. Mother Hubbard. 

10. Monkey's FRoua 

11. Puss IN Boots. 

12. Old Woman and her Pig. 

13. Tommy Trip's Museum of 
Birds. 



1. Alphabet of Goody Two 

Shoes. 

2. Gindebella. 
8 Cook Robin. 

4. Courtship of Jenny Wren. 

5. Dame Trot and Her Cat. 

6. History op an Apple Pie. 

7. House that Jack Built. 



The CowBUp. Is, plain; 1«. 6dl I The Daisy. Is, plain; 1«. 6dL 

coloured, > coloured. 

The Anstialian Babes in the Wood : a True Story told in Rhyme 

for the Young. Price Is, boards. Is. Qd cloth, gilt edges. 

Price Sixpence each^ Plain ; One Shilling, coloured. 

1. British Animals. 1st Series. 

2. British Animals. 2nd Series. 

3. British Birds. , „, . . „ 

4. Foreign Animals. 1st Series. } Illustrated by Harrison 
6. Foreign Animals. 2nd Series. ( ^^^^ 

6. Foreign Birds. 

7. The Farm and its Scenes. 

8. The diverting history of John Gilpin. 

9. The Peacock at home, and Butterfly's BalL 

10. History of Joseph. ] 

11. History of Moses. I Illustrated by John 

12. Life of our Saviour. ( Gilbert. 

13. Miracles of Christ J 

WORKS FOR DISTRIBUTION. 
A Woman's Secret ; or, How to I^ake Home Happy. Thirteenth 
Thousand. ISmo, price 6d, 

By the same Author, uniform in size and price. 
Woman's Work ; or, How she can Help the Sick. Eighteenth 

Thousand. 
A Chapter of Accidents; or, The Mother's Assistant in Cases of 
Burns, Scalds, Cuts, «&c. Ninth Thousand. 
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Pay to-day, Trust to-morrow; a Story illustrative of the Evils of 
the Tally System. Seventh Thousand. 

Nursery Work ; or, Hannah Bakeb's Fibst Place. Fifth Thousand. 

The Cook and the Doctor; or, Cheap Recipes and Useful 
Remedies. Selected from the three first books. Price 2dL 

Home DifficultieB; or, Whose Fault is it? A Few Words on the 
Servant Question. Price 4d. 

Family Prayers for Cottage Homes, with Passages from the 
Scriptures. Price 2d. 



TAKING TALES FOR COT?TAGE HOMES. 

In Plain Language and Large Type. Edited by W. H. G. Kingston. 
With Engravings. Crown 8vo, price 4</. 

1. The miler of Hillbrook: a Rural Tale. 

2. Tom Trueman, a Sailor in a Merchantman. 

3. Hichael Hale and his Family in Canada. 

4. John Armstrong, The Soldier. 

5. Joseph Budge, The Australian Shepherd. 

6. Life Underground ; or, Dick the Colliery Boy. 

7. Life on the Coast ; or, The Little Fisher Girl. 

8. Adventures of Two Orphans in London. 

9. Early Days on Board a Man- of -War. 

10. Walter the Foundling : a Tale of Olden Times. 

11. The Tenants of Sunnyside Farm. 

12. Holmwood ; OR, The New Zealand Settler. 

The Work may also he had in Four volumes. Price 1.9. 6(L e ach, 
cloth, printed covers ; or 2 vols, cloth, extra, 3^. Gd, each. 



His name was Hero. By the Author of "The Four Seasons.*' 
Frontispiece by Sm W. Caloott, R.A. Super Royal IGmo, 
price Is, sewed. 

By tlie Same Author. 

How I became a Governess. Third Edition. Price 2s, cloth ; 

28. 6d., gilt edges. 
Dicky-Birds : a True Story. Third Edition, price Gd. 
iBUy Pretity Puss. With Frontispiece. Price 6d. 
The Grateful Sparrow: a True Story. Fifth Edition, price Gd, 
The Adyentnres of a Butterfly. From the French of P. J. Stahl. 

Seven Engravings. Price Sd. 
The Hare that Found his Way Home. From the French of P. J. 

Stahl. Second Edition. Price 6dL 
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HISTORY. 

True Storiei from Ancient History, chronologically arranged from 
tho Creation of the World to the Death of Charlemagne. 
Twelfth Edition. 12mo, 5«. cloth. 

Bftttle Fields : a graphic Gnide to the Places described in the His- 
tory of England as the Scenes of snch Events ; with the situation 
of the principal Naval Engagements fought on the Coast. By 
Mr. Wauthieb, Geographer. On a Large Sheets Ss, 6d. ; or on 
a Roller, and varnished, 7$. 6d, 

Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, revised and brought 
down to the present Time. By Mrs. Milmsb. With Portraits 
of the Sovereigns. 55. cloth. 

Ehymes of Bpyalty : the History of England in Verse, from the 
Norman Conquest to the reign of Yictobia ; with a summary 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo. 28, cloth. 

GEOGRAPHY. 

The First Book of Geography; specially adapted as a Text Book 
for Beginners. By Huoo Kbid. Fourth Edition, revised. 
18mo, Is. sewed. 

*' One of the most sensible little books on the subject of Geography we 
have met with." — Educational TimtM. 

Oavltier's Familiar Cteography. With a concise Treatise on the 
Artificial Sphere, and two coloured Maps, illustrative of the 
principal Geographical Terms. Sixteenth Edition. 16mo, Zs, 
cloth. 

Butler's Ontline Maps, and Key, or Geogbafhioal and BioasA- 
FmoAL Ezbbcisbs; with a Set of Coloured Outline Maps, designed 
for the use of Young Persons. By the late William Butleb. 
Enlarged by the Author's Son, J. 0. Butleb. Thirty-fifth 
Edition, revised, 4«. 

Tabular Views of the Geography and Sacred History of Pales- 
tine, AND OP THB Tbavbls OP St. Paul. Intended for Pupil 
Teachers, and others engaged in Class Teaching. By A. T. 
White. Oblong 8vo, price Is sewed. 

GRAMMAR. 
A Compendious Grammar, and Philological Hand-Book op thb 
English Language, for the use of Schools and Candidates for 
the Army and Civil Service Examinations. By John Geobge 
CoLQUHOUN, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Fcap. 8vo. 

** A real and very useful accession to the list of English manuals." — 
Educational Times, 

" We are not acquainted with any single volume that in such a small 
eompass contains so much useful information." — Scholastic Register, 

" Just the book we should like to see in Training C!olleges, and placed in 
the hands of Pupil Teachers." — National Schoolmaster, 
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Grammar made Intelligible to Children. New and Revised 

Edition. By Qeobge Dabnell. Price U, cloth. 
PaiBing Simplified : an Introduction and Companion to all Gram- 
mars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules, with Parsing Lessons 
to each. By Thomas Darnell. FonrthEdition. Price Is. cloth. 
" Sound in principle, and singularly felicitous in example and illustra- 
tion." — Morning Post. 

"A teacher will find the simplici^ and aptness of the sentences for 
parsing of great use in first lessons of grammar." — Museum. 

The Child's Grammar. Mrs. Loyechild. 50th Edit. 18mo,9(/. cloth. 

A Word to the Wise, or Hints on the Cusrent Improprieties 

OP Expression in Writing and Speaking. By Parry 

G WYNNE. Thirteenth Thousand. 18mo, price 6d. sewed; or 

Is. cloth, gilt edges. 

** All who wish to mind their p*s and $'« should consult titiis little volume." 

Oentleman'8 Magazine. 

Harry Hawkins's H~^3<m^> showing how he learned to aspirate 
his H's. Frontispiece by H. Weir. Third Edition. Super- 
royal 16mo, price 6(L 

** No fEimilv or schoolroom within, or indeed beyond, the sound of Bow 
bells, should be without this merry manual." — Art Journal. 

The Prince of Wales's Primer. With 340 Illustrations by 
J. Gilbert. New Edition, price Qd. 

ARITHMETIC and ALGEBRA. 

Arithmetic made Intelligible to Children. By George Darnell. 
Price Is. 6d. cloth. 

One Thousand Arithmetical Tests, or The Examiner's Assistant. 
Specially adapted, by a novel arrangement of the subject, 
for Examination Purposes, but also suited for general use in 
Schools. By T. S. Cayzer, Head Master of Queen Elizabeth's 
Hospital, Bristol. Seyenth Edition, with a complete set of 
Examples and Models of Work. Price Is, 6d, Answers Is. Qd, 
A EIey with Solutions of all the Examples, price 45. Qd, 

One Thousand Algebraieal Tests; on the same plan. Third 
Edition. 8vo, price 2«. Qd. cloth. 
%* Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price %s, 6d. cloth. 

Theory and Practice of the Metric System of Weights and 
Measures. By Professor Leone IiEvi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Third 
Edition. Sewed 1«.; or on cloth boards, Is, 6d, 

" No man in Europe is better qualified to state the whole case on behalf 
of the Metric System. The book is also calculated to be very useful to the 
pupil as well as to the teacher." — Sehool Board Chronicle. 

" The work is ezhaustiYe as to its matter, and valuable for its infor- 
mation." — JSducational Reporter. 

The Essenfials of Geometry, Plane and Solid, as taught in Ger- 
many and France. For Students preparing for examination, 
Cadets in Nayal and Military Schools, Technical Classes, &c. 
By J. R. MORELL, formerly one of Her Majesty's Inspectors of 
Schools. With numerous Diagrams. Price 2s.^ cloth, k 
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ELEMBNTAET FEBNCH WORKS. 

Le Babillftrd: an Amnsing Introduction to the French Language. 

By a French Ladt Ninth Edition. 16 Plates. 2s, cloth. 
Lm JeanM Karwteun, on Pnrn Gontes Moraux. With a Key 

to the difficult Words and Phrases. Third Edition. 18mo, 

2s. cloth. 
** Written in pore and easy Fr^ich.*'— JfomM^ Post. 
The Pictorial French Grammar. For the use of Children. With 

80 Illustrations. Royal 16mo, price Is. sewed; Is. Sd, cloth. 
Bowbotham's New and Easy Method of IieamiTig the French 

(Senders. New Edition. 6cf. 
Bellenger's French Word and Phrase Book ; containing a select 

Vocabulary and Dialogues. New Edition. Price Is. 

ELEMENTARY GERMAN. 

Der Schwatzer, or The Prattles. An Amusing Introduction to 
the German Lang^uage. Sixteen Illustrations. Price 2s. cloth. 

A Short and Certain Bead to Beading. By George Darnell. 

Price 6dL cloth. 
The Modem British Plntaioh, or Liyes of Men distinoitished 

IN THE RECENT HiSTORT OF OUR COUNTRT FOR THEIR TaLENTS, 

Virtues, and Aohietements. By W. C. Taylor, LL.D. 12mo. 
Second Thousand, is. 6cL ; or 55. gilt edges. 
Every-Day Things, or Useful Knowledge respecting the prin- 
cipal Animal, Vegetable, and Mineral Substances in 
common use. Second Edition, revised. 18mo, Is. Sd. cloth. 

" A little enoydopeedia of nsefiQ knowledge, deserving a place in eyery 
juvenile library." — Evangelical Magazine. 

NEEDLEWORK, &c. 

Plain Needlework arranged in Six Standards, as now required 
hy the School Board for London, with Hints for the Manage- 
ment of Classes, and Appendix on Simultaneous Teaching. By 
the Examiner of Needlework to the ScHOcOi Board for 
London. Fourth Edition, price 6c?. 

Plain Knitting and Mending arranged in Six Standards, with 
Diagrams. By the author of ** Plain Needlework." Price 6d, 

GEORGE DARNELL'S COPY BOOKS. 

These Copy Books are the production of an eii^rienced Schoolmaster ; they in- 
sure the progress of the learner, and greatly hghten the labours of the teacher. 
The copies gradually advance from a simple stroke to a superior small-hand. 
Their great variety cceures attention, and prevents the pupils from copying their 
own writinpr as in oooks with single head lines. 
Large Post, Sixteen Numbers, 6d. each. 
Fodscap, Twenty-four Numbers, Sd. each. 
Universal, Sixteen Numbers. 2d. each. 

" For teaching writing I would recommend the use of Darnell's Copy 
Books. I hare noticed a marked improvement wherever they have been 
used/'— iS^ort o/ Mr. Maye {National Society's Organiser of Schools) 
to the Worcester DioceMn Board of Educatioiv. 
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